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By the same Author. 

Post 8vo, boards, 2s, 

The Man who was Good. 

'* Mr. Leonard Merrick is distinguished in the school of fiction to which 
he belongs. His talent is rare, and what the French mean by fine. . . . 
Dr. Kincaid is strongly conceived and drawn, without exaggeration, but 
with intensity ; ... of the power of the' writer in portraying the possi- 
bilities of human passion the novel is ample evidence.'' — Saturday Retnew, 

'*The author of 'Violet Moses' has already shown himself an 
exceptionally acute observer. . . . Mary Brettan is a very woman through- 
out. ... It is in his indication of these extremes of womanly strength 
and weakness, meeting and alternating with each other in her life, that 
Mr. Merrick has done his best work. He has contrived by his treatment 
to give distinction to the hackneyed." — Athenaum, 

'* Has the fascination which comes of some distinction and quality. . . . 
Opens with a brilliant and, we should imagine, a faithful picture. . . . We 
are made to sympathize with the heroine. As we follow her experiences 
in London, we meet with one character who demands especial mention, 
for he is a creation, and he is imdoubtedly humorous. He is a Scotch 
commercial traveller. ... An unconventional novel, marked by rare 
fidelity to life."— »S]^(a^^. 

" There was enough cleverness in ' Violet Moses ' — that brilliant and 
cynical study of middle-class Jewish life — to excite interest in the author's 
future, and to inspire a hope that with a more attractive theme he might 
produce work distinguished not merely by intellectual ability, but by some 
measure of emotional charm. . . . Here we are allowed a glimpse, and 
something more than a glimpse, of heights of aspiration and attain- 
ment . . . With the entrance into the story of Kincaid, we begin to 
breathe a clearer, sweeter air than that of the drawing-rooms of Maida 
Vale. . . . The concluding chapters of the narrative-tragedy are full of 
power and pathos ; and both in conception and treatment ' The Man who 
was Good ' is a remarkably strong and interesting noyeV*— Spectator, 
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"Those who remember Mr. Merrick's study of Jewish life in 'Violet 
Moses' will not need to be told that he excels in graphic portraiture^ 
This quality is very predominant in ' The Man who was Good,' though 
the human types depicted are entirely different from those handled in the 
previous work," — Daily Chronicle, 

"Mr. Merrick has a clever way of telling a story. Vivid portraits are 
drawn of the heroine and the two men who are the chief influences in her 
life. • • . Shows the mark of a skilful and practised hand." — Morning 
Post. 

"Mr. Merrick's method is realistic, but he can also view life as an 
idealist. • . • The character of Mary is truly womanly. . . • Admirable 
in their pathos and power, in touches full of insight, and of truth in 
detail." — Daily News, 

"Exhibits qualities which entitle it and its author to serious considera- 
tion." — Morning Leader, 

"The character of Tony is cruelly well drawn. . . . Than the scene in 
the Leicester parlour nothing could be more quietly clever." — The 
Guardian, 

" Mr. Leonard Merrick is a clever literary workman. ... a genuine 
painter of life." — Scottish Leader, 

"Succeeds, where many 'jollier' books fail, in holding a reader's 
attention closely engaged from beginning to end." — The Scotsman, 

" Fresh, capitally described, with a great deal of clever semi-satiric 
humour. ... Mr. Merrick displays very fine artistic feeling in all the 
pathetic scenes, which are never overdone or in any way worked up. . • • 
The mother is an excellent creation. ... The truthfulness and naturalness 
with which the relations between Mary and the Doctor are developed 
is wonderful."— GV<w,gi7W Herald, 

" The scene on the seashore is admirable. • . . The situation becomes 
a remarkable one, and is developed with a keen insight into human 
nature. This, we feel, is the way such a woman would have acted, and we 
can pay Mr. Leonard Merrick no higher compliment. He has shown that 
he possesses a gift rare among English novelists : of developing a com- 
plicated and extremely interesting situation according to the methods 
which govern certain minds under given circumstances."— ^afr^^^^ 
Guardian, 
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'* The Laurels and the Lady " is now published for the first 
time. Two of the following tales and the sketch called 
^' A Romance of a Coffee-Stall" are reprinted fi:om Wit and 
Wisdom, a journal no longer existent, but which many will 
recollect. ''A Mere Incident'' appeared in Bdg9'avia, and 
the other stories were written respectively for The English 
lUusirated Magazine, The SkeUh, The Album, and The World. 
To all the Editors for their permission to reproduce my con- 
tributions, my sincere thanks are due. 

L. M. 
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The Laurels and the Lady. 

I. 

When Willy Childers was sent to the Cape, 
he went to the last country on the face of 
the habitable globe to which he was suited. 
Certainly it is a question whether he would 
have made a success of life anywhere, but in 
the Cape he was so glaringly out of place that 
he became conspicuous. In Paris — when he had 
learnt the language — he would at least have felt 
at home ; he would have drifted by degrees into 
a congenial set in London ; even in New York, 
enthusiasm and diligence may discover an artist 
on his way to or from one of the European 
steamers ; but on the Diamond Fields, a young 
man who hoped to be a poet, and who did write 
verse, was an incongruity that defies comparison. 
To give him his due, he was conscious that his 
existence was absurd there, and justified the chaff 
it received, and he loathed the " Fields " with a 
deeper loathing than any other member of its 
perspiring population; but he could not go to 
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4 The Laurels and the Lady. 

the length of altering his nature, and becoming 
brisk and enterprising, nor did he want to do 
that. It was not with his nature, but with his 
environment he found fault. "Lucky rhymes 
to him were scrip and share," and he was full 
of confidence that his ''mellow metres" were 
going to make him celebrated one day. He 
would rather have been left in peace with plenty 
of stationery than have had the best business of 
any broker in the market. 

It had been as a broker that he commenced. 
His uncle, Blake Somerset, was the manager of 
the Fortunatus Mining Company in Bultfontein, 
and when Willy had come down from Oxford, 
Somerset had written to the Dulwich villa, saying 
that the university career for which the boy had 
begged had been " damned folly," and proposing 
that now it was over, his nephew should come out 
to South Africa and try to make a living. 

It must be conceded that Willy had not dis- 
tinguished himself at Oxford, and displayed no 
ability for any of the recognized professions. 

None the less he was inclined to regard the 
advice as preposterous. Dimly he had had 
visions of being called to the Bar, and obtain- 
ing pleasant chambers where he could write 
poetry all day without being disturbed; but he 
had reckoned without his mother, without her 
faith in her brother's judgment. The letter had 
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made a strong impression on her mind, and at 
the idea of its being scouted she both showed 
temper and shed tears. The good lady's ante- 
cedents and sympathies were commercial. She, 
too, had felt Brasenose to be a " folly " — indeed, 
she felt the adjective which as a lady she might 
not use ; and the possession of a son who seemed 
contented to roam about the garden with a book 
of Rossetti's, or Walter Pater s, and who confessed 
that he did not know the multiplication-table, 
was causing her considerable disquietude. She 
wondered if there had been any eccentricity in 
the past " on poor dear Robert's side," and it had 
skipped a generation or two. One heard of such 
things ! 

Yes, the maternal view was different from 
Willy's. She retracted her suggestion that he 
should read for the Bar — it had been but a 
half-hearted compromise when she made it — and 
declared that the Cape offered him far finer 
prospects in every way. Mentally she decided 
it was just the plan "to take the nonsense put 
of him," and she answered her brother to the 
effect that his nephew would sail in two or three 
weeks' time, though she refrained from explaining 
to him the manner of young man his nephew was. 

Somerset was not long in finding it out. He 
himself looked like a farmer — or what one expects 
a farmer to look like. He had a red face, and a 
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loud laugh, and was powerfully framed. His 
biceps might have been a gymnast's. Willy was a 
disappointment the moment he alighted from the 
train, being slightly built and consumptive-look- 
ing. And he had no conception of business : that 
was evident in their initial conversation. Without 
a suspicion as yet of the young fellow's tendencies, 
Somerset instinctively felt there was something 
wrong with him. The ignorance of things he 
ought to have known might be excused in remem- 
bering the kind of training he had had ; but there 
was something worse than ignorance here : there 
seemed to be a hint of incapacity. Not only had 
he no ideas about making money, but he did not 
appear interested or intelligent on the subject, a 
fact which promised no brilliant future for him, 
considering that all he would have at the widow's 
death was three or four hundred a year. 

Nevertheless, being responsible for his coming, 
Blake Somerset did his best for his relation, in a 
rough way. 

" Look here," he said, after a few days, " I 
think broking will be about your mark here, 
youngster. You ought to earn ten or twelve 
pounds a week at it, if you're smart. I'll take you 
round the market to-morrow and introduce you." 

Willy expressed himself as being much obliged. 

'' What do I do ? " he inquired. 

*' Do ? You sell the stones ! You go into the 
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dealers* offices every morning and ask for parcels, 
and then you cut about into all the other dealers' 
and show 'em. It's a pity you don't know any- 
thing about a diamond, but you'll soon pick a 
smattering up. And you're always safe to say 
' I've a nice little lot that will just suit you,' even 
if it won't." 

The description was not very attractive to the 
Oxford man, but being already uncomfortably 
conscious that his uncle did not think much of 
him, he made a gallant attempt to simulate an 
alacrity he could not feel. 

The introductions were duly effected, and, 
having procured a licence, Willy embarked on 
his career as a diamond broker without delay, 
equipped with a morocco-leather satchel furnished 
with many pockets, and designed to carry all the 
" parcels " that should be entrusted to him. 

But he did not receive any. He had not 
effrontery enough. When he made his applica- 
tions, he always asked if there was anything for 
him as briefly as possible, and slunk out mortified 
as soon as the man said "no," though he did 
not fail to observe that his more experienced 
competitors entered with a cheery greeting, an 
air of confidence, and sometimes **Such a good 
story ! I must tell you, Mr. Meyerstein ! " which 
proved much more effectual. Half an hour after 
the market opened he had usually repeated his 
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dreary formula in every doorway in the street, 
and obtained a negative in all. Then he re- 
turned to his hotel, and dreamed of fame and 
England. His uncle, hearing of this speedy 
retirement, told him that it would not do. If he 
wished to succeed, he must remain on the scene, 
and manage to look as if he were succeeding. 
Willy, with a heavy heart, took the hint, and 
from ten o'clock till four henceforward, with the 
thermometer at a hundred degrees in the shade, 
he bustled round and round the crooked little 
road, flourishing his empty satchel for all the 
world as if it were bursting with brilliants. But 
this assumption of doing an immense business 
did not seem to impress any of the dealers, who 
sat in their shirt-sleeves, gazing through the wide 
windows into the glare of sunshine outside, and 
they always replied that they were " not sending 
anything out this morning " when he called just 
the same. 

At length Mr. Somerset wrote to his sister 
that he thought her boy had better return to 
Dulwich. He said wittily that there was "no 
opening on the Fields for poets'* — he had dis- 
covered Willy's bent by this time — and warned 
her that living was expensive there. The future 
Laureate would loaf more cheaply at home. Mrs. 
Childers replied that she felt such surroundings 
were eminently desirable for the formation of 
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her son's character. He had no father, and a 
young man who did not seem to have any proper 
ambition would be a great responsibility for her 
to cope with alone. Perhaps by-and-by Blake 
might be able to put him into **a clerkship or 
something " that would enable him to keep him- 
self decently ? In the meanwhile the extra ex- 
pense would not amount to so much as his passage 
would cost. Somerset, who had lost all interest 
in his nephew, accordingly looked about, and pre- 
sently contrived to obtain him a post as desired. 
This being done, he washed his hands of him 
with a sigh of relief, and Willy went into the 
Magistrate's Court at Du Toits Pan, to keep the 
Criminal Record, and take affidavits of assault and 
other offences, at a salary of three pounds a week. 

That was two years ago, and, as if to justify 
the low opinion Mr. Somerset had conceived of 
him, he was a clerk in the same place still. 

This afternoon he was sitting at his accustomed 
desk in the breathless office, watching through 
the bars of the open window two or three Kaffir 
prisoners in charge of a police serjeant, waiting, 
until their names should be called, with their 
backs against a wall and their feet in the hot 
dust. Through the door which communicated 
with the shed-like court, he could hear the 
droning tones of the assistant magistrate dis- 
posing of the case in hand, and now the voice 
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of the interpreter shouting **Jan Sixpence! Pic- 
canini ! Tom Fool ! " proclaimed that it was over, 
and that the turn had come of the negroes he 
could see. 

The Serjeant gave them a push, and they 
moved forward apathetically, drawing their 
blankets more closely about their skinny legs. 
The baking wall and the dust was all that was 
left to look at. Childers closed his eyes wearily 
— his sight had been troubling him of late — and 
leant back in his chair, wondering if life had any 
surprises in store for him, if anybody else on 
earth was so entirely wretched. 

His faith in himself had deserted him by now, 
and he no longer foresaw himself a celebrity. 
He was very young indeed for confidence to 
have gone, but he was not naturally self-reliant, 
and it had been chaffed out of him. Without 
perceiving it, he was at this stage sick with an 
exquisite longing for sympathy — quite the last 
thing attainable here. In truth, he presented 
the most pathetic figure the world affords, though 
he was regarded in the camp as cutting a 
ludicrous one, for he experienced all the emotions 
of genius, and his Vesuvius brought forth a 
mouse ; he was in temperament an artist, and 
in destiny a clerk. His verse was graceful ; at 
times — much more rarely than he knew — there 
was a flash of something better than grace in 
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it, but in the force to set him free from the 
environment that was crushing him it was wholly 
lacking. He flapped feeble wings, like Sterne's 
starling in its cage, crying, " I can't get out ! " 

The interpreter brought in the list, for him to 
enter the misdemeanours and sentences in the 
record. 

" Good afternoon, Massa Childers ; Vm gwine 
home." 

'* Good afternoon, Mukasa." 



II. 

It was a quarter to five. Released from the 
bench, the assistant magistrate — a young man 
with a pink-and-white complexion, who had 
grown a beard in order to make himself look 
older — consulted his watch, and yawned. 

" Heigho, poet ! " 

" Are you tired, sir ? " 

" Tired and dry. We'll have a liquor directly 
we shut the shop, shall we ? By the way, the 
mail's in." 

The assistant magistrate was always among 
the first to know when the mail was in, being 
engaged to a girl in England. Later on she 
would make her home here, and cry to be back 
in Clapham. 
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Childers was also dimly interested in the 
arrival of the mail. He had submitted his 
volume of poems four months since to the only 
firm of publishers left for it to go to, and it was 
within the bounds of possibility there might be 
a line by this time explaining the grounds of its 
rejection. 

** Are they delivering yet ? *' he asked. 

" I didn't hear," said Mr. Shepherd ; " my 
letters always come to the club. I say, are you 
going to the theatre to-night ? " 

" I hadn't thought of it. Of course I shall go 
some evening or other ; but I expect all to-night's 
seats are gone." 

" No, they say there are still some left to fight 
for at the doors. All the best ones are gone, 
you bet — two pounds each ! " 

" Great Scot ! Better than clerking — eh, sir ? " 

*' Better than trying niggers in the Pan, too ! " 
said the assistant magistrate. *' Did you ever 
see her at home ? " 

Willy shook his head. 

*' H^ve you f '' 

** I saw her once, yes ; in my last holiday. I 
don't know French, but I shall never forget it as 
long as I live. She is the greatest actress in the 
world, Childers, and no kid. She turns you 
inside out." 

" I wish she played in English," said Childers, 



The Laurels and the Lady. 13 

filling his pipe ; '* she might just as well — they 
say she speaks it quite fluently. Have you got a 
match, baas?^^ 

Rosa Duch^ne had been tempted to Kimberley. 
There had been a rumour of her coming the year 
previous, but negotiations had fallen through, 
and a fever of expectation among the exiles, 
subsiding in disappointment, had been forced to 
console itself on the border of the Orange Free 
State with a prize-fight. Now the famous 
tragedienne had actually arrived. The local 
papers had been teeming for weeks with all the 
stock anecdotes about her which had been worn 
threadbare in the service of Paris and London a 
decade and more ago. Her eccentricities, her 
* extravagance, her pet tiger-cub, and her eighty 
thousand pounds* worth of costumes — the public 
read the stories all over again, and enjoyed them. 
Such of the "stores" as sold photographs, had 
crowded their windows with her likenesses, 
and the walls of the corrugated-iron theatre, and 
the buffet beside it, were placarded with the 
magical name of Rosa Duch^ne in letters five 
feet long. Every editor on the Fields had 
rushed in person to interview her, and in this 
morning's Independent three leaded columns 
detailed her ** Impressions" of the place, which 
she had artlessly declared struck her as contain- 
ing a larger number of handsome men and pretty 
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women than any city of its size she had seen. 
Even Rosa Duch6nes cannot afford to neglect 
such "impressions." 

Willy lit his pipe, and puffed at it with a 
sudden sense of pleasurable anticipation. Yes, 
he would go this evening, if he could get in ! It 
would be an emotion tasted earlier than he had 
looked for it. Did Mr. Shepherd intend to be 
there ? 

Ted Shepherd said he did. The five-shilling 
seats were quite good enough for him, and they 
would go together if Willy pleased. He glanced 
at his watch again, and started. 

"The devil!" he exclaimed, "we've stopped 
five minutes too long ! Come on, poet, we'll go 
and have that drink 1 " 

They picked up their wideawakes hurriedly, 
and strolled into the club. 

The boy behind the bar had fallen asleep, and 
was dozing as peacefully as the flies would let him, 
for work in the mines did not conclude till " sun- 
down," and the establishment was almost deserted 
at this hour. Only a digger, whose enterprise 
had terminated by reason of exhausted capital, 
and a law-agent without any clients, and a medical 
man who had' many patients but seldom received 
his fees, were lolling about. 

The civil servants had brandy-and-sodas, and 
the assistant magistrate played with the dice-box. 
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'' ril shake you who pays for both to-night, if 
you like, poet ? " he said. 

Childers nodded, and won, and ordered fresh 
brandy-and-sodas to celebrate his victory. 

They had scarcely swallowed them when they 

became aware of an angry mutter mingling with 

the whir of the buckets and the throbbing of 

engines across the road, a clamour of impatient 

voices. The digger, who was looking at a picture 

^ of Hyde Park Corner in the Illustrated London 

^, News^ and wondering how long it would be 

\; before he saw the original again, became aware 

^ of it also, and dropped the paper with a show of 

apprehension. 

" I'm afraid that's about mel^ he said, turning 
jjrather pale. " This is very awkward." 

" What's wrong, Johnny } " asked Shepherd. 
" It's the 'boys,' I expect ! You see, I couldn't 
pay them this morning ; they'll hammer me if 
they get the chance ! " 

Childers went to the door, followed by every- 
body excepting Johnny Teale. A gang of some 
fifty niggers, Zulus, Kaffirs, and Basutos of all 
ages, had surged to the foot of the stoe/f — a low, 
gravelled veranda before the club — and were 
demanding their wages or Mr. Teale's blood. 
*' It w the 'boys,'" said Willy 
"I thought so. Well, tip 'em some of your 
^ verses, poet, and calm 'em down ! " 
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" Why don't you pay the beggars ? '* said the 
law-agent, turning. 

'* Pay 'em ? " echoed the ex-lessee of the Mooi 
KHp Mining Company. '* That accursed ground 
hasn't yielded working expenses for weeks. Pay 
'em } Do you think I'm the Standard Bank ? " 

The doctor exhorted him to come forward, and 
he came gingerly. His appearance was greeted 
with loud yells, and a hundred naked arms were 
lifted in execration and appeal. There was a ' 
touch of dignity, even of tragedy, in the instinctive 
way the African negroes lifted their arms that 
would have gladdened a London super-master's 
heart. Presently, however, by dint of fervid 
promises which he had no prospect of being 
able to fulfil, Teale succeeded in inducing the;;^ 
posse to depart, and, this consummation attained, 
dragged his supporters to the bar jubilantly. 

Childers was not among them. He made his 
way instead through the dust and ox-wagons on 
the Market Square to the post-office, only to find 
the publishers had still not written, and then, 
retracing his steps, went into his room to lie 
down. His eyes were paining him badly, and 
he was sure that he saw even less clearly than 
he had done. THe doctor had told him the 
trouble was caused by his "general condition," 
and advised him to rest his sight as much as 
possible. He had obeyed, but rest did not seem 



The Laurels and the Lady. 17 

to improve it, nor had the lotion or the tonic 
done any good. 

Soon afterwards a scream of whistles piercing 
the air on all sides announced that the principal 
industry of the camp was suspended for the day, 
and now men poured up from the mines in shoals, 
to wash, and dine, and to exchange — to-night — 
their bedford-cords and loose jackets for the 
dress-suits which were relics of a European past. 

In Kimberley dress-suits were donned more 
frequently, but Kimberley was three miles distant 
from Du Toits Pan, and by comparison quite 
fashionable. There were even men in Kimberley 
who wore stand-up collars and billy-cock hats 
every day in the week. And the theatre was there. 
Du Toits Pan had nothing except a tin chapel 
and a curate, who, it was supposed, preached in 
it. Nobody had been inside to ascertain. 

It was early when Childers and his chief met 
again, and drove into the larger township as 
arranged, but a respectable crowd had collected 
under the electric lamps of the Main Street already, 
and when the doors opened, and the pair at length 
gained seats, they squeezed themselves into them 
battered and breathless. 

A long procession of "carts" sped over the 
bare connecting road in the next half-hour, and, 
reaching the " Rush," was momentarily reinforced. 
Comparatively small as the theatre was, it appeared 
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to those in it to contain the entire population of 
all the camps. Not a familiar face seemed miss- 
ing, and further recognitions followed at every 
turn of the head. When the orchestra came in, 
the house looked like a hill of white arms and 
bosoms and shining shirt-fronts. A novel and 
agreeable flutter of suspense stole through the 
audience, and by a common impulse women 
glanced and smiled towards one another with 
little, excited nods. Many had forgotten for the 
instant where they were, and in fancy were trans- 
ported to the Frangais or the Gaiety where they 
had seen Duch^ne last. 

Some touch of the electric current communi- 
cated itself to Childers upstairs, and when the 
three portentous knocks sounded, he leant for- 
ward eagerly. The piece was La Dame aux 
Cam^lias. It begins, as all the world knows, 
with a conversation between De Varvilfe, who 
stands with his back to the fire, and the maid. 
Childers strove in vain to follow it. With the 
plot he was acquainted, but the dialogue he could 
not understand. 

The house was not very attentive. Many 
there did not understand it either, or understood 
it merely from a knowledge of the English ver- 
sion. They were impatient to behold Duch^ne — 
Duch^ne who had had the temerity to sign an 
engagement for this Heaven-forsaken desert. 
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There was the entrance of Nichette ; De Var- 
viUe's comment on her name ; and at length the 
expected peal of the bell, and the servant's 
exclamation, " Cest mademoiselle ! " 

She came on in her best style — while the 
women present caught their breath at her gown 
— affecting unconsciousness that an audience 
was criticizing her. But they would not have 
it — they were too grateful to her. The ap- 
plause broke out vociferous and sustained. The 
" Diamond Fields *' was welcoming the only im- 
portant actress who had come to bless them, and 
it was a minute and a half before she could speak 
her first line. 

As the act proceeded, Childers found his throat 
tightening queerly. The story has been as well 
abused as any ever penned, but sickly, unhealthy, 
morbid, or not, it is a story that appeals to almost 
every imaginative young man who is born. It 
fascinates him strongly as it unfolds ; perhaps he, 
too, may one day meet a Marguerite — in secret 
he lias often wished to do so ! And he identifies 
himself with its hero, who is so splendid in his 
romance and passion on the stage, and in the 
book, by his own confession, as arrant a cad as 
ever escaped having his head punched. It has 
an infinitely greater recommendation from a 
theatrical point of view — it is an opportunity 
for a leading actress which few modern dramas 
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equal, and to-night Duch^ne, who had carefully 
selected it for her opening performance, availed 
herself of the opportunity to the fullest. 

She was at this time nearly forty years of age, 
but behind the footlights she did not look a day 
more than twenty-five. Her grace, her power, 
the tricks — which in their apparent spontaneity 
concealed such cleverness that it demanded a 
fellow-player to appreciate them as they deserved 
— took one novice among the spectators by storm. 
At the end of the second act he felt he was in the 
presence of a revelation. In the third, the tears 
were dripping down his face, and he tried fur- 
tively to wipe them away with a corner of the 
programme, afraid that Shepherd would ridicule 
him. 

The result of Willy Childers' going to see Rosa 
Duch^ne was really a foregone conclusion ; gun- 
powder had met the spark, and only one thing 
could happen. A poet — that he was a pseudo 
poet matters very little — who had been eating his 
heart out on the Diamond Fields was confronted 
for the first time in his life with a beautiful 
woman who was a genius. When the play was 
over, and the people rose and screamed at her, 
Willy did not scream ; he kept his seat, quivering 
hysterically. He was wrenched by the death 
he had witnessed ; the agony of the lover's cry 
was in his own soul. He wanted to walk away 
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somewhere alone. The companionship of Shep- 
herd was torture to him, and he thought he would 
have given anything that could be named to be 
able to go to her and stammer out all that she 
had made him feel at her feet. 

Reduced to words, such exaltation is apt to 
sound very absurd, but, closely examined, there 
is much less absurd in it than there seems. 
After the illusion of intimate confidence created 
by sympathizing with a great actress through the 
range of emotions she represents — laughing with 
her laughter, and grieving with her when she 
grieves — one leaves the theatre having seen 
nothing of her real nature at all. But has one 
been shown much more of the young girls, 
dressed in her best, with whom one falls in love 
at a dance .^ Both say things that are not 
natural to them through the evening, and the 
actress's pretence has, at least, suggested a dis- 
position quite as adorable. One man would like 
to ask her to supper ; another would make of her 
an ideal and an inspiration. It is a matter of 
temperament — which the fact that the actress 
would probably prefer the supper does not affect. 

He escaped from Shepherd, and taking up a 
position by the stage-door, waited^ there in the 
hope of obtaining a glimpse of her when she left. 
The hope was not fulfilled, and she must have 
come out by another exit. 
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The intense dry heat, and the sun's blinding 
glare, had been replaced by a faint breeze, and 
as he drove home, his mind span more quickly 
for its freshness and the rapid motion of the 
" cart." He thought again of his volume of 
verse at the London publishers', and saw it 
accepted and successful. An unfamiliar excite- 
ment throbbed in his veins, and his imagination 
mounted beyond control, like a nightingale's 
voice, playing all sorts of pranks, unexpected 
and delightful, till it seemed lifting him into 
heaven itself. 

It was only when the horses stopped that he 
perceived the lengths to which his illusion had 
carried him. From the stagnant " pan " came 
the croaking of frogs and the howling of in- 
numerable stray curs. The mine yawned deeply 
in the night, and, like gallows, the skeleton 
erections round the reef rose blackly against a 
luminous sky. The click of billiard balls and a 
jingle of glasses issued from the club, but he did 
not go in. Something restrained him. 



III. 

Shepherd was the first to suspect what was 
the matter. Probably because he saw more of 
Childers than anybody else did ; possibly because 
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incriminating compositions fell under his notice 
on the Government stationery — indeed, it is 
understood that the girl in Clapham received a 
tribute in verse from the assistant magistrate for 
the first and only time about this date ; — anyhow 
it was suspected, and Childers' reception of the 
tentative chaff was as damning as a plain acknow- 
ledgment. And much more comical! It was 
voted altogether the most comical thing " the 
poet" could have done. "Childers in love," 
pure and simple, would have been an amusing 
object, but Willy Childers and Rosa Duch^ne 
was an antithesis that tickled the risible faculties 
of Du Toits Pan to an extent wholly uncon- 
trollable. It became the favourite pastime of 
the " Club " to lure him into the smoking-room 
and invent anecdotes about his divinity. He 
was old enough to have forgotten how to blush, 
but he had a marvellous capacity that way, and 
his face, while the stories were told, supplied 
them with a superfluous sauce piquante. And 
cartoons were made of him and pasted on the 
wall. In one he sang — 

" Ask nothing more of me, sweet. 
All I can give you, I give ; " 

and was depicted on his knees to the actress, 
with an ode in one hand and a child's money- 
box in the other. Life was made in various 
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ways a burden to him, though no one meant 
any wrong by the raillery. " Good morning ; 
have you been to the theatre, Childers ? " became 
the stock joke, a catchword with which he was 
greeted each day by everybody; and when he 
did go now, he slunk in late, and hid himself 
at the back of the gallery from sheer shame. 

It was when three weeks of Duch^ne's season 
of six had expired that the epidemic of chaff 
stopped ; and it stopped with suddenness. Men 
spoke of Willy Childers for the first time in a 
tone of gravity. One morning he had not 
appeared at the Magistrate's Court ; he sent 
instead a few lines in a painful sprawling hand 
to say that his sight was much worse — he was 
" afraid it was serious ; " and a few days after 
that, the news circulated that he had gone blind. 

In improving tales, when the misunderstood 
boy goes blind, all his acquaintances reproach 
themselves for their cruelty towards him, and 
flock to his '* simple parlour" to listen to him 
talking like a tract, and derive a lasting moral 
from the patience he displays. It did not happen 
like that in Willy Childers' case, because none 
of the fellows had the faintest idea they had 
shown any cruelty, and with the exception of 
Ted Shepherd and one or two other very occa- 
sional visitors, he may be said to have passed his 
time in unbroken solitude. 
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It was of course useless for him to remain on 
the Fields any longer, and Somerset, who was 
going to England for a brief holiday in a few 
months' time, had arranged to take him home 
then, when a good opinion could be obtained, 
and perhaps an operation performed. In the 
meanwhile he was removed to the manager's 
cottage on the Fortunatus works, where a Kaffir 
went down to the Carnarvon Hotel to fetch his 
meals, and his uncle came, to sleep, between 
the hours of the club's closing at night and 
" sun-up " each morning. No language that 
could be employed could do anything like justice 
to the loneliness of his position there — to his 
helpless, hopeless misery. It was one of the 
things that may only be imagined. He had no 
one to talk to ; he knew none of the pursuits by 
which the blind contrive, after years, to occupy 
themselves. He could only think, and compose 
verse in his head, while he sat passive in the 
blazing iron shanty, listening to the clamour of 
the machinery through the day, or the crooning 
of the Kaffirs crouching round their bonfires 
when the moon rose. And in this fashion a 
fortnight wore itself past. 

Johnny Teale was the man! Others partici- 
pated, and so were guilty — among them Blake 
Somerset — but Johnny Teale was the man who 
suggested the trick, let it be stated ! There was 
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a girl in the Rush in those days popularly referred 
to as Poll Patchouli : she had opened a shop at 
the back of the Diamond Market, where she sold 
bad scent, after she left the " Ladies Orchestra " 
in which she had come to the Fields from Natal. 
What her name was really, was not known. She 
called herself Olive Esmond, but that has nothing 
to do with it. She was not considered pretty ; 
she was in fact thought remarkably plain, even 
in a country where men are not exacting in the 
matter of feminine attractions, and a little comeli- 
ness goes a long way. She was, however, an 
amusing girl, and educated in a style ; and a 
fortnight after Childers' retirement to the cottage 
opposite the Fortunatus tailings-heap, it tran- 
spired that she had a singular accomplishment : 
she could imitate Rosa Duch^ne to the life. She 
did it so well, said an enthusiast who had heard 
her, that she might have obtained an engagement 
for it at Home at a music-hall. He said more — 
he said you could have shut your eyes, and sworn 
Duch^ne was speaking. 

It was precisely this criticism that gave Johnny 
Teale his idea. If you could shut your eyes 
and think Duch^ne was speaking, she might be 
presented to a blind man as Duch^ne herself! 

The group to which he propounded it did 
hesitate. They objected that it would be black- 
guardly to play tricks with Childers now, and 
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demurred a good deal in an irresolute way ; but 
Teale set himself to argue their scruples into thin 
air. For Childers to have a conversation with 
Polly under the impression she was the actress 
"would not do the poor chap any harm," he 
insisted — on the contrary, it would give him an 
immense pleasure ; and as to the humour of the 
" sell " — well, he would defy anybody to assert 
that a practical joke of such magnitude had 
been perpetrated in the camp from the earliest 
days ! 

That was true, and a colossal temptation. 

Demonstrating that the victim never need 
know ; that" no disappointment was entailed ; that 
the chat would be no less delightful because the 
happiness was illusory, he at length carried his 
point, and Polly was interviewed and coached. A 
deputation went up to Kimberley to see her. 

" We want you to help us in a tremendous 
spoof, Polly," they said in a breath. "You've 
heard of Willy Childers ? " 

No, she had not heard of him ; who was he ? 

" Well, he thinks he's a poet, and he has lost 
his sight, and he's in love with Duch^ne," ex- 
plained Teale. " Now, we want to tell him we're 
going to introduce him to her, and then bring 
him to }^ou — do you see ? He'll make as violent 
love to you as he knows how, and you're to 
pretend to be awfully taken with him, and kid 
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him on — do you see ? Of course you'll talk all 
the time like Duch^ne, and end by vowing he's 
the only man in the world for you ; and we — two 
or three of us — ^will be hidden about the place 
somewhere, watching the game — do you see ? 
You know ! do you think you can do it ? " 

The girl laughed. She was not disgusted by 
the infamous taste of the project; it struck her 
as being an uncommonly funny one. 

" You may bet all you've got I can do it," she 
said ; " rather ! oh, by Jove, what a lark ! When 
will you bring him, boys } " 

"Well, it's got to be carried out artistically," 
said Teale ; " one of us must go and mention 
that he has met her, and then, very kindly, say 
he'll try to obtain her permission to present 
Childers to her. He's simple enough, but it 
won't do to rush the thing through as if it were 
quite easy ; he might smell a rat. Say Thursday, 
eh } " 

'' All right," said Polly, " Thursday ; that'll do ! 
Is he really ' gone ' about her ? I mean ' wild ' } " 

" Some ! He'll tell you you're a genius and 
an angel, you see ! " 

She threw back her head and laughed again, 
and the deputation joined her. 

" I til be the biggest joke that was ever worked," 
she exclaimed ; " I shall enjoy it ! " 

No time was lost in acquainting Willy with 
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the possible privilege in store for him, and the 
expressions of gratitude into which he broke 
made the conspirators feel almost as despicable 
for a moment as they really were. 

Two days later, having left him the while in 
a state of suspense that bordered upon fever, 
Teale announced that Duch^ne had consented 
to receive him in the company of Ted Shepherd 
and himself on the following afternoon. Half 
a dozen other spectators of the farce were to be 
concealed. 

" I told her you wrote poetry,'* he said, " and 
— er — a good deal about you. It was rather 
cheek of me to make the request, considering 
I'd only met her once myself, but I wanted to 
do you a turn, sonny, and, after all, ' nothing 
venture, nothing have,' you know !" 

Willy, who was trembling, groped for his hand, 
and pressed it when it was forthcoming. 

Indeed he could scarcely realize that this be- 
wildering thing had befallen him. It was actual 
— actual ! he had to repeat it. To sit next to 
Rosa Duch^ne and have her talk to him, even 
though he could no longer see her, was a pros- 
pect that beat through his consciousness in sick, 
almost terrifying throbs. It prevented him 
sleeping ten minutes during the night, and he 
passed the long morning waiting and praying 
to hear each hour strike on the little American 
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clock he had bought to let him know how the 
time went since his watch became useless for 
the purpose. When Teale and the assistant 
magistrate arrived at length, and guided him up 
into the "cart," the effort of replying to their 
questions was a pain, and it was a physical relief 
when conversation ceased and he could lapse 
into silence. The same tightness in breathing 
that he experienced in the theatre was mastering 
him, and the clip clop sound of the horses' hoofs 
as they sped along the road seemed raising 
echoes in his inside. 

The hotel to which they were bound was not 
the Queen's, where Duch^ne was in reality stay- 
ing, but a third-rate one called the Royal, and 
his companions had misgivings lest he should 
detect the difference in the route. On reaching 
Kimberley, Johnny Teale began talking again 
eagerly, to distract his attention ; but it was taking 
unnecessary trouble. His affliction was too 
recent, and his excitement too great, for the dupe 
to have such acuteness of perception. 

The driver stopped, and Shepherd, who had 
agreed to come rather to see that the deception 
was not carried too far than because he looked 
forward to being amused by it, helped the blind 
man down, with his pink-and-white complexion 
pinker than usual. 

They were met in the hall by a Kaffir servant 



The Laurels and the Lady. 31 

who had been carefully rehearsed in his part. 
He showed all his teeth in a grin of apprecia- 
tion. 

** Is Madame Duch^ne in ?" said Teale. "We 
are expected." Men do not carry visiting-cards 
on the Fields, and he sent up their names. 

The negro disappeared, and returned after a 
few minutes to conduct them into a bare apart- 
ment on the ground floor, opening on to a stoep 
and a back yard. A small bedstead was at one 
end, with a washhand-stand at the foot. The 
rest of the furniture consisted of a chest-of- 
drawers, a chintz-covered couch, and a couple 
of basket-chairs. For decorations, a few coloured 
plates from the summer numbers of the English 
illustrated papers had been pasted on the walls. 

** Madame Duch^ne soon come," he said re- 
spectfully ; " please wait, baas.^^ Then he 
doubled himself up with silent ecstasy, and 
pointed to the window. Half a dozen bearded 
faces were welcoming them behind it ; half a 
dozen arms waved wildly in the air. 

" Great Scot ! " exclaimed Teale, as the waiter 
retired, " We are in a drawing-room again, eh ? " 
He emitted a soft whistle expressive of admira- 
tion and astonishment. " What do you think 
of it ? " 

" It's all right," said Shepherd, confusedly, 

Teale nudged him and frowned. 
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"'AH right'?" he echoed. "Well, I don't 
know what you were used to, my boy, but it's 
about as fine as anything / ever saw ! Look 
at that embroidery, and those ivory things over 

there, and Why, the woman must be mad 

to cart such belongings about the world with 
her ! " 

" What's it like ? " asked Childers, in a low, 
breathless voice. 

"It's Oriental," said Teale ; "shouldn't you 
call it ' Oriental,' Shepherd ? Jove ! I should 
like to see her flat in Paris, if this is the style 
of makeshift she goes in for for six weeks ! 
What is that curious odour ; don't you notice 
it .> " 

It was a pastille that had been set burning in 
the soap dish on the mottled mantelpiece. He 
affected to explore for it among countless 
treasures. 

** This is it," he said ; " in this swinging affair 
in the alcove among the palms ! Why does 
she keep her rooms so dark, I wonder ; do you 
like this subdued, cathedrally sort of light ? Take 
care ! Don't move, Childers, or you'll tumble 
over a silver idol on the floor near you ! Stupid 
place to put it ! Hark ! " 

There was a woman's step in the passage, and 
as they caught it, Willy turned a dead white. 
The group outside, who could see but not hear, 
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puffed their cigarettes and continued to stare 
in curiously. 

** Here she is," murmured Shepherd ; " stand 
up, boy ! " 

Childers obeyed as the door opened, and Polly 
came in. 

IV. 

*' Good afternoon, gentlemen," she said lan- 
guidly. " Ah, monsieur, be seated, I beg ! " 

Her ** monsieur '* was the only false note, and 
of that he was no judge. Every pulse in his 
body leapt at her entrance ; every nerve in him 
quickened with the rustle of her cheap little 
frock across the floor. To him it was brocade 
of a mysterious rose tint, and there was old lace 
upon her bosom. 

She sank into one of the basket-chairs, and 
looked towards his companions for their approval, 
with her tongue in her cheek. 

** I am very pleased to see you," she said ; 
** your friends have spoken about you to me." 

"You see one of your most ardent admirers, 
madame," said Teale, "and a poet. Fm half 
afraid that Mr. Shepherd and I are in the way at 
the meeting of two artists." 

Childers lifted his hand in discomfiture. 

" Don't make me absurd," he stammered ; 

D 
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** don't laugh at me, madame ! I am not an artist, 
I only hoped to be one. But I am grateful — oh, 
ever so grateful — for your letting me come here. 
To have spoken to you will be something to 
remember all my life ! " 

The girl showed her teeth almost as widely as 
the negro had done. 

"You are very — very — what is the word in 
English ? — complimentary ! " she drawled. " You 
must not make me vain, you know ! And you 
are too modest also — is it not so, Mr. Teale ? 
I am told your poems are quite charming." 

Even Shepherd permitted himself a smile ; she 
was doing it superbly. The spectators at the 
window pushed against one another, excited and 
inquiring. 

** Will you not recite one to me ? " she asked. 

" Bravo ! " put in Teale, ** the very thing ! Go 
on, Childers; let madame hear something you 
have done." 

'* I couldn't,*' said Willy. '* Forgive me that, 
madame ; I couldn't, indeed ! " 

** In Paris," said Polly, "many poets recite 
their verses to me. Yes, truly, you are too 
modest, monsieur ! Well, as you please ; then 
let us talk ! You are fond of the theatre, eh ? " 

He bowed. " Passionately of late ! " he 
answered awkwardly. 

"Aha!" she cried, "but he can make pretty 
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speeches too, our modest poet ! You, Mr. Teale, 
have not said anything so nice to me! But 
perhaps you do not feel it either ? " 

"Everybody raves about Madame Duch^ne," 
observed Shepherd, '* Mr. Teale and I among 
the rest." 

He caught signals from the onlookers, and 
drew Johnny Teale's attention to them. They 
were growing impatient out there. The dialogue 
was lost upon them, and viewed as a pantomime 
the scene was dull. Polly saw the gestures too, 
and shook her fist at the crowd as an enjoinder 
to be still. 

" To-night," she resumed, " I play one of my 
favourite r6les — Marguerite." 

In point of fact she was mistaken : Duch^ne 
played Frou-Frou ; but Willy could not read the 
newspapers any more. 

" I have seen you in it," he said eagerly, " I 
was at your first performance. I shall never see 
you in it again ! '' 

" Why ? " she said. 

He flushed crimson. 

" I said *see' — I cannot see you at all." 

" How long have you been like this ? " asked 
the girl, deprecatingly. 

" Nearly three weeks. It seems " 

"It seems a year, I suppose ? It must ! " 

"Yes," said Childers, "it seems much longer 
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than It is. I dare say I shall get used to it by- 
and-by, but every day is a long while at first ; I'm 
all alone, and there's nothing to do." 

** It must be awful ! " she murmured. 

'* Mr. Childers is going Home very soon," said 
Shepherd, " and then all of us poor beggars will 
be jealous of him." 

" You and he may meet in London, madame," 
added Teale. ** You'll go to the theatre next 
time Madame Duch^ne plays in London, won't 
you, Childers ? Perhaps she'll allow you to call 
on her there too ? " 

Polly shifted her chair irritably. 

"Will you be able to go about in London, 
Mr. Childers ?" she inquired. 

" I do not know many people in England," he 
said. " I am afraid not. I shall be in Dulwich, 
with my mother." 

** But you will make friends," she urged, " won't 
you ? You won't be tied to the house always ? " 

*' I shall not be a very lively companion ; I do 
not think that many men will be anxious to be 
friends to me." 

" Ah well," exclaimed Johnny Teale, '* 'a boy's 
best friend is his mother ! ' Ain't she, madame ?" 

" Gentlemen," said Polly, springing up impetu- 
ously, " I am sure that you two would like a cigar 
on the stoep ! Don't move, Mr. Childers. They 
will come back to you ! " 
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Teale stared in interrogation. 

** You would like a cigar on the stpep ! " she 
repeated ; and as it was evident she meant to 
be obeyed, they said it was a very kind suggestion, 
and withdrew. Teale consoled himself with the 
idea that they were to be afforded the spectacle 
of Willy on his knees. 

She did not speak for some moments after the 
door closed. She sat down in the chair Johnny 
Teale had vacated, with her back to the window. 
Her expression had changed, and her face was 
quite soft 

** Are you pleased they've gone ? " she said. 

'* Yes," answered Willy, simply. 

" So am I ! I want to talk to you — I like you. 
Do you know, I never was so sorry for anybody 
in the world before ? " 

**You make me feel almost glad I'm blind," 
muttered Childers. "I — I've prayed to talk to 
you one day. I used to pray to see you too ; 

but that's impossible now. That night " 

He paused, afraid. 

"What night ? " said the girl. 

" Your first night here. You know, I wasn't 

blind then, and This seems like a dream ! 

Is it really you I'm telling it to!" 

" It's me," said Poll Patchouli, her eyes shining. 
*' And what ? Don't stop." 

"I came away praying to be great, only to 
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have the right to meet you! I have always 
wanted to succeed, of course— ever since I was 
a child ; but that night it was different It was 
to know you ... to hear you say you had 
read my verse ... to feel there was a sort of 
sympathy between us. Are you laughing at 
me?'' 

She put out her hand and touched him. She 
had given her hand to many men before, but 
never quite like that. Childers had a wild 
impulse to lift it to his lips, but did not — afraid 
again. She had hoped he would. 

*' Do you like me as much as you thought you 
were going to ? " she said after a silence. 

"Yes," said Willy; "you are just what I was 
sure you must be." 
" Really ? " 
'* Really ! " 

" That's good ! " she declared, smearing a tear 
off her cheek with the hand that was not resting on 
him. " Shall you come again — I mean alone ?" 
" May I ? " he cried. '* Do you mean it ? Oh, 
but how can I — I forgot ! I can't go anywhere 
alone any more. This is the first time Tve been 
out since I lost my sight, and you know Teale 
and Ted Shepherd offered to bring me." 

"The beasts!" said Poll Patchouli in her throat. 

" If I may come again wM them " he said 

diffidently. 
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" No, don't do that ! Where do you Hve ? 
Perhaps one day, since you're all by yourself, / 
may come and see you. But I don't want you 

to talk about it, if I do. I No, I never 

shall come ! " 

" Why ? " he ejaculated. '* Why not ? I won't 
speak a word of it to a soul if you don't wish me 
to ; but it would be a charity — I'm sure you'd 
have no need to mind. Oh, I would bless you, 
madame ! Please ! " 

" Why do you like me ? " she said sullenly. 
** You must be an awful fool to like a woman you 
don't know ! " 

"I do know you now," he murmured, shrinking. 
''And besides " 

"Besides — ^^what?" said Polly. 

" I had seen you on the stage ; is that 
nothing ? " 

" Never mind the stage. Imagine you've only 
seen me here to-day." 

" Well ? " 

" You want me to come ? " 

** I implore you to ! " 

*' Oh yes, because I'm Duchene ! If I weren't 
a great actress, you wouldn't care a button 
whether I was sorry for you or not. Well, what 
is the address ? " 

"I'm in the manager's cottage — Mr. Somerset's 
cottage — on the works of the Fortunatus Mining 
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Company/' he gasped. "Any driver will take 
you to it ; it's in Bultfontein." 

*' I know ! " she said. . 

"You know?" 

" I mean I have heard the name ! No, my 
acquaintance with the Diamond Fields is not so 
extensive as all that, monsieur. But I will find 
it, and I will come." 

Her accent was much more marked in the last 
sentence than it had been a few moments ago, 
but its resumption was unnecessary. If by degrees 
she had dropped the voice of Rosa Duch^ne 
altogether, it is doubtful whether he would have 
remarked it. The first impression had been all- 
powerful, and he was drunk with delight. ^* 

Indeed, when the ''entertainment" was over, 
he was the only one entirely satisfied with it. 
Johnny Teale and his party felt that the hoax 
had *' panned out less brilliantly," on the whole, 
than it promised ; and Polly, alone in her room, 
threw herself on the bed, and cried miserably 
without knowing why. 



V. 



It was a significant fact that she did not call 
upon him for three days, though she wanted to 
do so very much. It was significant also that 
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when she did go, she put on her prettiest hat 
and frock, and made herself look as dainty as 
she could, though the young man would not be 
able to see her. Her visit intensified that un- 
familiar emotion with her, pity for a man, and 
the step once taken, she went again — without 
any vacillation — and Bad Shilling was despatched 
for meals for two from the ** Carnarvon," and their 
afternoons were so pleasant that the stars were 
sometimes out before they parted. 

There was now demanded of the girl an 
infinitely more difficult achievement than that 
required at the Royal Hotel; she found herself 
expected to realize, and respond to, an artist's 
aspirations. She could not do it, quite ; the 
suspense in which he waited for the publishers* 
reply, for instance, was outside her range of 
comprehension. But if she simulated more 
sympathy than it was natural she should feel, 
she did by degrees come to gain a glimmer of 
the blaze within him too. She had to strain for 
it hard at first — so hard that she was surprised 
at her own patience ; his confidences were mean- 
ingless to her, foreign ; but during those long 
afternoons and evenings while Willy talked to 
"Rosa Duch^ne," as he had never thought to 
find himself talking to any one, Polly sat opposite 
him in the rocking-chair with attentive eyes, 
learning a lesson. 
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Once, just as she was leaving, Blake Somerset 
came in. He had heard that his nephew was 
receiving visits from a "lady" in the cottage, 
and guessing who the lady must be, intended 
to put a stop to them. He was rather ashamed 
of himself for having allowed the joke to be 
played at all, and the discovery of the lengths 
to which it had been carried annoyed him. 

Polly started in alarm, but Childers, who had 
no cause to be embarrassed, performed, what he 
believed to be, the ceremony of introduction with 
perfect calmness. 

'* I don't think you have met my uncle," he 
said ; " have you ? Mr. Somerset — Madame 
Duch^ne." 

Somerset was about to answer with a brutal 
laugh, but a gesture from the girl checked him. 

When they were outside, and out of earshot, 
she stopped and looked at him appealingly. 

" Are you going to give me away," she said ; 
" are you going to tell him ? Don't ! I'm not 
doing any harm. Please don't tell him ! " 

" This is dam nonsense ! " exclaimed Somerset. 
" The fellow's a fool, but you've no right to have 
a lark like this with him, you know ; it won't 
do!" 

*' I'm not doing any harm," she insisted, 
" really ! Of course it's a beasriy shame in one 
way, but — but it does cheer him up, and give 
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him pleasure! You must see for yourself how 
much brighter he is ! And — and if you tell him, 
you'll break his heart." 

" Skittles ! " said Somerset. " Don't talk such 
rot ! " 

"You'll break his heart!" she flared out. 
" Not that you d mind much, I suppose, if you 
did. Well, go back and do it. Go in and say, 
* That isn't Rosa Duchene who comes to see you 
at all ; it's a girl they call Poll Patchouli, and 
everybody's been kidding you ! ' Go on ! Then 
you won't have to take him to England with 
you — because he'll be buried here before you 
start — and it will be you who'll have killed him, 
as sure as a gun ! " 

** Do you mean to tell me," said Somerset, 
blankly, ** that you think he'll never find it out ? 
You must be as daft as Ae is, 'pon my soul ! 
Well, / don't care ; do as you like — it can't last 
long, that's one thing ! When are you coming 
to see the idiot next ? " 

" I'm coming to-morrow ! " said Polly. " And 
if you consider it all so shocking, I wonder you 
let those cads bring him to my place when they 
did. At all events I don't jeer at him, as you 
meant me to ! " 

Then she jumped up into the ** cart " and drove 
away, and Somerset dropped into the club, and 
told Johnny Teale that, extraordinary as it 
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sounded, he honestly believed ** that girl had 
taken a fancy to the simpleton ; " and the 
little posse of conspirators sat and viewed the 
development of their plot with open mouths. 

It had been her intention that the imposture 
she was sustaining should conclude with the 
actress's departure ; and it was only when the 
time came that she perceived how strange a hold 
it had established on her, and how much she 
liked the young man who talked to her of things 
that she had never heard talked about before. 
The temptation to continue the intercourse was 
too strong to be resisted, and prompted by the 
fact that Duch^ne's season had been extended a 
week, she told him, when she went on the morrow, 
that it was prolonged for six. 

Childers' joy was pitiful to behold. He had 
been happier of late in his blindness than he had 
ever been while in possession of his sight, and 
the sudden intelligence that his paradise would 
endure, when the groan of its closing gates was 
already in his soul, was a relief so intense that 
its outcome frightened her. 

She had been aware he was in love with her 
from the commencement, but now she saw how 
wildly, and was aghast. Her life had not 
accustomed her to regard the attachment between 
the sexes as a serious matter, and though she 
did not view her deception lightly any longer, 
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she had not grasped the full responsibility of it 
either till then. 

She gazed at him wildly, with trembling lips, 
like a child who has smashed something. 

"Are you so glad," she faltered — "so glad as 
all that ? " 

The consciousness crept through her as she 
asked it, that she too was glad — not in the 
whimsical way she had thought, but as a woman 
is glad to remain with a man who has grown 
dear to her. She moved slowly over to him, 
and took his hands down from his face, and 
dropped on her knees before the chair, staring 
up at him — ^wondering at them both. 

"Willy," she whispered, "say something to 
me — I love you ! " 

He could not answer, but she felt what she 
had done, and she forgot then that the whole 
thing was a lie, forgot what an exclamation would 
burst from him if he could see her ; and it was 
she herself whose kisses he was returning ; her- 
self by whom the tremors that shook him were 
being caused. 

The deception had gone further still, and there 
began for the blind man a period in which he 
tasted all the triumphant rapture of possessing 
a beautiful and celebrated woman whom he 
adored. When he embraced Polly, his delusion 
gave him Rosa Duch^ne in his arms; when 
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Polly clung about him, it was Duchene's touch 
that thrilled his blood, and Duch^ne's lips that 
burned. He lavished on Polly the madness of 
the passion which Rosa Duch^ne inspired, and 
saw with his brain the form of the famous woman 
who intoxicated him, while Polly the insignificant 
was lying on his heart. 

The ecstasy of the delusion dizzied him. Rosa 
Duch^ne was his own ; visited him daily; vowed 
she was wretched when they were apart ! She, 
a genius whose name was renowned all over the 
world, discussed the prospects of his poems' 
acceptance with him, and entered into his hopes 
and fears ! Why was he a nobody ? If he could 
only climb nearer to her own altitude ! 

One afternoon, a fortnight later, when Polly 
went to the post-office to inquire if there was 
anything for him, she found that the reply for 
which he was waiting so anxiously had arrived 
at length. She could see from whom the note 
was, by the publishers name on the envelope, 
and the roll of manuscript which the clerk also 
handed to her explained the nature of its con- 
tents. She took them, almost as disconsolate as 
her lover would be, and wondered on her way 
to the cottage how she was to break the news 
to him, how she could be gentle enough. 

He had come out on the sfoep to listen for her. 
He knew where she had been, and the eagerness 
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on his face made the words she had to speak 
more repugnant to her stilL 

'* Dearest!" said Childers, and then waited. 

*' There is a letter," said Polly, reluctantly ; " I 
haven't opened it yet" The bundle of rejected 
manuscript oppressed her, and she put it down 
on the table with her sunshade. 

" From them ? " 

" Yes." 

" Read it," he begged breathlessly. " Read it, 
Rosa, for Heaven's sake ! *' 

She opened the envelope slowly, looking not 
at it, but at him. It was hateful that it should 
be she who had to bring him the disappointment ! 
The colour was fluttering in his cheeks, and the 
thin hands held out towards her quivered. Sup- 
pose she told him a fib } Suppose she said — ? 
He couldn't see the answer ! She caught her 
breath as the notion flashed into her mind, and 
Willy heard her. 

" They have taken it ? " he cried. 

She was endeavouring confusedly to perceive 
what difficulties such a falsehood would entail, 
but his question decided her ; she could not crush 
him with the truth after that ! 

" Yes," she said in a low voice, " they have ! " 

** Rosa, Rosa ! Oh my God ! Read it to me ! 
What do they say ? " 

" They say — " she said. " Oh, darling, I am 
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so glad for you, so glad! Willy, aren't you 
happy ? I told you it would be all right, now 
didn't I ! " 

" What do they say ? '' 

"They say — how can I see, if you hold me 
so tight, silly boy ? It is only a line ! ' Dear 
Sir, we shall be pleased to publish the poems 
you have submitted. They will be' — what is 
it i^ — ' they will be brought out soon.' Nothing 
more ! So — so perhaps they aren't going to pay 
you for them; but you won't mind that, will 
you ? They will publish them ! And — they say 
'pleased.' They might have said 'willing,' but 
they say ' pleased ' ! " 

To her the communication she had invented 
sounded very meagre; but she need not have 
striven to apologize for it. To him the bare fact 
was more than enough. They were going to 
issue his book. He would hold it — fondle it — 
have it in his clutch ! And soon ! He had been 
thirsty all his life, and on an instant Fortune was 
raining her favours on him with both hands. 
Balzac's expression of every artist's prayer recurred 
to him, *' To be celebrated ! To be loved ! " He 
marvelled — crazy with rejoicing — that he could 
be so calm in the face of miracles. He dominated 
Rosa Duch^ne, and now his Reveries was to be 
given to the world ! Then a frightful misgiving 
seized him. 
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'* You haven't deceived me ? It is true ? '' he 
gasped. 

" It is true ! *' said Polly. ** How could you 
think such a thing ? " 

They embraced again, and he told her how 
proud she should be of him by-and-by. 

" You will * make ' me, lift me ! " he panted. 
"If I have written these before I knew you, 
what shall I do now! I shall be great; Rosa, 
I shall be great! The man you love will be 
known too — -you will have done it for me ! What 
a beautiful world we live in ; is it the same world 
that was so ugly the other day ? Life is a cheval- 
glass — it reflects the attitude in which you look 
at it. O darling Life, it blows kisses back to 
me ! You fill me with emotions and ideas, that 
tumble over one another. I shall pour them out 
in my work — my mind and heart are bursting 
sometimes, too small to hold all you wake in 
them ! I will dedicate every book to you — to 
you who will have inspired them all ! Oh, I 
thank God I am a poet ! To worship you as 
I do, and be able to lay nothing at your feet 
would have been agony ! " 

He wandered about the room with her arm 
round him, while her troubled gaze turned from 
time to time to the package on the table. 

" Did you believe I was an artist when we first 
met," he broke out again, '*or was it pity only ? 

E 
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Did you feel we had something in common, 
different from the others ? Oh, how vain of me 
that sounds ! But you know—you know how I 
mean it ! " 

" I know," she said. 

** And you did — you did feel there was a bond 
between us ? Tell me. I want so much of you 
dearest ! I want more, and more, and more every 
day. I want more than I can tell you, and more 
than the utmost! It's as if nature hadn't pro- 
vided for such a love." 

** What can I do.>" 

"You know your thoughts before you speak 
them ! I'm jealous of that." 

" You're mad ! " 

He nodded. " I dare say. Nothing satisfies 
me. But I can't see you — if you knew how I 
strain ! I'd give my right arm to see you now, 
Rosa! Turn your face up, and let me try. 
Great God! it's a wonderful thing to be born 
a woman — and yet somehow it doesn't seem 
enough to be a man. One day I'll try to tell 
you how you make me feel. If I can do it, 
it'll be the grandest poem that was ever penned. 
And such a relief!" 

When she left, the moon was shining. She 
slipped the package under her cloak, and, reach- 
ing home, hid it away remorsefully at the bottom 
of her trunk. What would be the outcome of 
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this lie she had told ? She upbraided herself for 
her cowardice bitterly ; but for him to learn that 
the work was rejected now would be a blow a 
thousand times more terrible still. No, now 
whatever happened, he must not know ; he would 
curse her ! 



VI. 

In the night the remembrance struck her that 
she had left the note in his possession, and she 
was seized with a paralysing dread that he might 
show it to Somerset, and discover the truth with 
the rudest shock possible. The thought kept 
her awake, tossing in agony, and the sun had 
scarcely risen when she drove to Bultfontein 
with a face of ashes. 

Willy was not visible. He was dressing, with 
the aid of the negro who attended on him. She 
sank on to the first chair inside the door, and 
tried to gather voice to call to him. 

He entered from the bedroom almost at the 
same moment, and his appearance indicated the 
occurrence of all that she had feared. His 
greeting, however, dispelled her alarm, and he 
explained. 

" I have had news about my mother," he mur- 
mured ; "she is dead." 



i 
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The mail carrying Childers' poems had also 
brought a letter for Mr. Somerset Mrs. Childers 
had opportunely died of pneumonia — thus avoid- 
ing the arrival of "a son who had no proper 
ambition/' and who was now blind besides. 
Somerset had had a long talk with him the 
previous night after Polly's departure. The 
widow's decease placed considerable difficulties 
in the way of the young man's return to England. 
The manager was going merely for a trip, and 
a few months would see him back on the For- 
tunatus works again. There would, he pointed 
out, be nobody now to take charge of Childers at 
Home when he left, or, for that matter, while he 
remained. It was really an awkward thing to 
determine what was to become of him ! A young 
man who had inherited about three hundred and 
fifty a year had seldom been so entirely in the 
way before. 

All these facts Childers imparted to Polly. 

"What I shall do isn't decided," he went on. 
** I couldn't stop here permanently, even if I 
wished to. With the best of intentions I'm bound 
to be rather a nuisance. It wouldn't be fair for 
a fellow like me to quarter himself on an uncle 
for life, if he were willing to have me ! " 

" Have you told him about your book ? " she 
asked. 

"No," answered Willy; *'it wouldn't interest 
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him, and we talked about my mother's death. 
No, I didn't say anything." 

"And I wouldn't, if I were you !" she exclaimed. 
" I wouldn't say anything to a soul till it is 
printed. Let it be a surprise to them all, and a 
secret, till the right time comes, between us two.'* 

** That was what I meant," he said. " ' Between 
us two,' darling, yes." 

She passed the day at once in relief and dismay; 
it was piteous to think of the loneliness of his situa- 
tion. She could not have loved him more tenderly 
if she had been his sister or his wife, and this 
further complication which had arisen to harass 
her, appeared temporarily the gravest of them all. 

Willy also was troubled. Not only by his 
mother's loss, but by a passionate longing to 
propose to Rosa Duch^ne a sacrifice which he 
told himself would be too much to beg. He had 
not exaggerated in asserting that he felt he was 
a burden on his uncle, and, though Rosa loved 
him, he doubted if she, too, would not be reluctant 
to let him travel to England in her society, and 
constitute herself his constant companion till it 
was ascertained whether an operation could be 
performed. Yet if he were to go, he saw no 
alternative. 

The solution of the dilemma must have pre- 
sented itself to her, he thought, sailing shortly as 
she would be ; but she had not suggested it, and 
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for him to do so was impossible. A little con- 
straint crept into his conversations with the girl 
now, and while she inwardly commented and 
speculated on the difference, he was tremulously 
waiting in every pause for her to make the offer 
that had never entered her head. Their dream 
might have been continued in England more 
deliciously than he had ever dared to hope, and, 
instead, they were to be divided entirely by her 
own indifference ! He was bitterly wounded, and 
not even his anticipation of his book arriving — 
the subject on which he chiefly talked with her in 
order to disguise the one that engrossed him — 
was potent to banish the mortification from his 
mind. 

If his allusions to that were made perfunctorily, 
however, their effect on his listener was dis- 
quieting enough. The first of the consequences 
of her lie was at hand to worry her already. She 
repented that she had said "soon" in her im- 
provised acceptance, and wondered how soon 
a publisher s " soon " might mean. Childers was 
equally ignorant on the point, and in answer to 
her nervous queries, declared that the copies 
might reach him any week. 

She could do no less after this than pretend 
to go to the post-office every mail-day to inquire 
for them, and affect to be disappointed as she 
informed him that nothing had come. She groped 
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perplexed in the labyrinth of her creation, ques- 
tioning helplessly how to sustain it. If the truth 
were exposed at this stage, she was certain she 
should make away with herself; she would have 
done him the cruelest, the most cowardly wrong 
imaginable ! Her only excuse for the deception 
was that, so far, it had been attended by success. 
If the avalanche fell after all, it would be the end 
of her ; she would be like that girl who had taken 
carbolic acid in Bultfontein Road the other day, 
and was found in a blue heap on the floor ! 

After each mail she drew a breath, reflecting 
thankfully that she had gained another respite ; 
but when four had been delivered, she feared 
that the delay was as long as he could be expected 
to put faith in, and facing the inevitable with the 
courage of despair, nerved herself to perpetrate 
a bolder stroke than she had planned yet. 

While she was considering it, all prospect of 
Childers making the voyage with his uncle was 
extinguished definitely. The latter was starting 
at once, at a couple of days' notice, for a very 
flying visit indeed. His subordinate on the 
Fortunatus had been offered a better appoint- 
ment, and it was necessary the manager's vacation 
should be taken while the other was still on the 
works. Willy would be more than ever an en- 
cumbrance under these circumstances. 

Somerset explained that he would make time 
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to see the solicitor to the estate, and endeavour 
to effect some arrangement for the boy to be 
looked after in London — there were always 
fellows going over ; he could travel with some 
one else later on — but to take him himself was 
wholly impracticable. 

Willy did not remonstrate, but the end of the 
additional six weeks which he believed Rosa to 
be playing in Kimberley was terribly near now 
(Rosa Duch^ne, as a matter of fact, was at this 
time in Monte Carlo, dropping some of the 
Diamond Fields' receipts at the tables), and he 
felt hopelessly that the woman he loved was 
fading out of his life for ever. He could have 
cried with the pain of it. 

He sat in the slip of a sitting-room the night 
before the departure, listening while Blake Somer- 
set banged his portmanteaus about, and replying 
miserably to his cheerful remarks. Somerset 
was debating whether to drop the lad a hint 
about Polly, but thought he would ask Ted 
Shepherd to keep an eye on him instead. 
Childers was longing for him to be actually gone, 
that he might abandon himself to his wretched- 
ness without restraint. 

In the morning he did not feel his forlornness 
to so acute a degree when the sound of the 
"cart" wheels had died away, leaving him to 
the mercies of Bad Shilling for the next two 
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months, as he had done while the preparations 
were going forward ; but the consciousness that 
they all found him an incubus, and shrank from 
saddling themselves with him, hung over him 
like a cloud. 

His welcome of Polly when she appeared was 
the expression of the consciousness, and struck 
her with a chill. She put off her cape and hat, 
and, after a few abortive efforts to establish a 
warmer atmosphere, busied herself with the 
making of the tea, which had become one of the 
regular features of their afternoons. 

At last, glancing over, at him hesitatingly, she 
said — 

" Has anything happened ? You seem very 
quiet." 

" No, nothing particular. My uncle has gone, 
that is all." 

'* * Gone ! ' " she echoed ; " gone where ? " 

"He has gone to England. It was settled 
two days ago ; didn't I mention it ? " 

" No," she said, " you didn't. It is rather 
strange you should have forgotten such a thing. 
Then you are alone here altogether now, you 
poor boy — all night too ? " 

" Yes," he answered, playing with her discarded 
gloves ; " all night too." 

But he did not say any more, and with a stare 
of puzzlement, and her face a little paler, she 
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continued her occupation silently. She had lit 
the wick of the spirit-lamp, and filled the kettle, 
and now stood waiting for the water to boil. 

"It is boiling, Rosa," said Childers ; " I can 
hear it." 

'* I was thinking of something else," she said, 
starting. ''There! It will be ready in a few 
minutes." 

" What were you thinking of ? " he asked, after 
a moment's pause. 

'' Of What's the difference ?" said the girl. 

"/was thinking too." 

" I know." She ran over to him impulsively ; 
and bent over the chair. "Willy, we aren't the 
same to each other ! What is it ? Tell me. 
You aren't as fond of me ? " 

He laughed — or sobbed — in derision. 

"It's you!" 

"I?" 

"Oh! don't make me say it. You know as 
well as I do I shall be alone in this Heaven- 
forsaken hole, and that, for all one can see, I 
may end my life in it. Hes gone, and yotire 
going ! Picture me here sometimes ; it's a 
charming apartment, isn't it, and I'm a pretty 
figure to look back on ! You will have a unique 
recollection ; you'll always be able to think of 
' the absent one ' just as you left him ! That's 
the advantage of knowing a log ! " 



The Laurels and the Lady. 59 

"Willy!" she cried. "What do you mean? 
Why do you ? " 

" I shall see more of Bad Shilling after you're 
gone — if he's kind ! I shall learn to quite look 
forward to his remembering me, and listen for 
his big black feet on the boards as I used to 
listen (or you / Has ' anything happened ' ? Oh 
my God ! " 

" Why do you talk to me like this ? " she 
exclaimed excitedly. " Don't you think I'm 
sorry for you enough ? You talk as if I could 
help it ; Aow can I help it .'^ If I can, tell me 
the way! I'll do it I'd love to do it. You 
reproach me for nothing ! " 

The boy's eyebrows were lifted significantly, 
and she flung herself on him in a whirlwind of 
interrogation. 

" If I can help it, tell me the way ! You sAal/ 
te]l me. I don't know what you mean — I swear 
I don't. I won't let you go till you tell ! " 

" You— haven't thought ? " 

She shook her head vehemently. 

"Answer! Oh, I forgot — I was shaking my 
head ! No, no, no ; I do noi know, Will ! " 

" You will refuse if you want to ? " 

" Answer ! Yes, I will refuse if I want to. 
Answer me ! " 

"We — you and I — might go to England to- 
gether." 
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Her clasp of his neck loosened, and she lay in 
his arms limp with dismay. This, the natural 
course in the r6le she was assuming, was the last 
complication she had contemplated. 

" How ? " she gasped. 

" You don't wish it ! " 

" Yes, yes ; I do, I do. But how ? " 

" It would be quite easy. Let your Company 
go on ahead, and we can follow by another boat, 
I have thought of everything. Thought ! IVe 
thought of nothing else ! In that drawer there's 
my money — you would take it, and get our tickets 
to Cape Town. I don't know exactly how much 
money there ought to be, but there is nothing 
like enough for our passages, and when we got 
down to the Colony, I should wire to the lawyer, 
and he could cable me out a hundred or two. 
Well, and then " 

"Go on," muttered Polly, feverishly, *'go 
on ! " 

The blessed revelation that he did not expect 
her to pay for her own passage — a matter that 
would have been as impossible for her as to buy 
the Kimberley Mine — had brought the colour to 
her cheeks again. The one question that was 
dizzying her now was how it would be practicable 
to sustain his delusion about her identity if they 
travelled on a steamer full of people. 

**Well, and then, when we were Home, we 
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would go to a great oculist — a very great oculist 
— somebody who sits in his consulting-room 
like a judge, and charges a guinea a minute. 
Or perhaps a German — yes, we might go to a 
German, who doesn't look like an oculist a bit, 
but is marvellously clever, like the one in ' Poor 
Miss Finch ' — and he'd give me back my sight — 
my sight ! my sight ! And I could see you when 
we kiss ! " 

She yearned round at him with wide eyes, 
pitiful and afraid. 

" To think it should never have struck you ! 
Rosa, I've been breaking my heart because you 
didn't suggest it. I thought you didn't care for 
me any more — that you had grown tired. Won't 
it be glorious ! I shall see your beautiful face 
close at last, and it will be you who helped me to 
do it. Sweetest, tell me we are going — it seems 
too wonderful to be true ! Say it ! " 

"We shall go," she said. She put her hand 
through the open window, and pulled at the 
water-bag that was suspended in a temperature in 
which no ice would keep. Roughly made of 
canvas, like a small pillow-case sewn up, with the 
neck of a beer-bottle inserted for a spout. Bad 
Shilling filled it with the lukewarm, undrinkable 
water every day to hang in the air. The iciness 
of its contact with her forehead now cleared her 
brain. 
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VII. 

Beside the stupendousness of this new difficulty, 
the necessity for meeting his demand for the 
copies of his Reveries^ which she had dreaded so, 
appeared a simple matter enough ; and when she 
came next, she placed a parcel on his knees with 
so little misgiving that she was surprised at 
herself. 

The poet uttered an ejaculation of delight. 
"My book ! It must be my book ! " 

She told him to cut the string, but his fingers 
shook so that he could not manage it. He 
fumbled futilely in his impatience. 

" Oh," he cried, " I can't ! Rosa— you ! " 

She took the penknife from his hand, and 
afterwards let him unfold the wrappings for him- 
self. Six volumes met his touch with an electric 
thrill — alike, identical — but each to be caressed 
separately, each lovable and delicious. How 
smooth was the delicate surface that he stroked — 
soft as a woman's palm ! He was holding his 
first-born, and he thanked God. The emotion 
was the true emotion, though it was conjured up 
by fraud ; it was the bliss of ignorance, but, none 
the less, bliss. He was holding his first-born, 
and Polly had given him no meaner a joy than 
Heaven would have given had it endowed him 
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with the powers which he fancied he had dis- 
played. Six copies of another work, and imagi- 
nation were as potent as reality. 

" Tell me what it is like/' he whispered. 

'* It is," she said, "a pale, curious fawn. The 
edges are stained a deeper shade, and the name 
of * William Childers ' is at the bottom of the 
cover a little to the right, in dark antique 
lettering." 

" Let me trace it ! Show me ! " 

She obeyed, terrified, watching his effort breath- 
lessly. 

" I cannot make it out ! But it looks well, 
Rosa, eh ? It looks well ?" 

"It looks beautiful ! " she said, 

" The paper is thin," he murmured ; " I hoped 
they would have given me better paper." 

"It is thin," she confessed remorsefully, " but 
very good looking. I think it looks more un- 
common on the whole than if it had been thick." 

"And the type — big.** Is there a wide 
margin } " 

" There is a very wide margin," asserted Polly. 
" Give me your finger again — there, all that is 
margin ! And the type is splendid ! I can read 
it from here, without bending." She could. She 
read : ' The Norman Conquest. Edward was 
not a vigorous King; he had little authority, 
while ' 
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He cuddled the book close with a long-drawn 
sigh of content. 

" Perhaps soon I shall be able to see it ! " he 
exclaimed. " Rosa, when do we go — need we 
wait long ? I am on fire ! But, oh, I am happy 
too — happy, happy ! I am happier than I ever 
hoped I should be, although I have no eyes. 
Since I knew you, my whole life has changed ; 
you have given me love, and you are bringing 
me success ! How can I repay you ! " 

Suddenly a passionate desire seized him. 
" Read me the first poem," he prayed, "read me 
Sic Itur ad Astra. Let me hear my verse 
spoken by you ! " 

The blood fell from her face, and she stood 
speechless. Her head was swimming. 

'* Rosa ! '* 

" Wait ! " she stammered, recovering herself ; 
''it is new to me. You are a poet, and it is 
new to me ! Wait until I know them. Will — I 
have a reputation to lose ! " 

She thanked her guiding star she had kept 
the manuscript, and he, his disappointment 
passing, thought how sweet this timidity in such 
a woman was. He told her so, with triumphant 
tenderness. She resolved he should have plenty 
occasions for the triumph in the future. 

She had proposed that on the journey before 
them, she should adopt his own surname, explaining 
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the unavoidable request by pointing out that 
while Duch^ne's features might be familiar to 
many, Duch6ne's name would be known to all, 
and prove a certain embarrassment in their 
position. In agreeing with this — which was 
specious enough — Childers had removed her 
initial anxiety from her mind. 

Freed from it, she made, in the ensuing days, 
the needful preparations with less of fright in 
her soul, and now, since they were to go, she 
was sometimes eager for them to be gone quickly. 
There was just the contingency that a man might 
drop in on him, and an accident destroy the 
whole fabric of the deception she had weaved 
at the final instant. She strove to persuade 
herself she might preserve her lover's delusion 
more securely where she had only strangers to 
fear than she could have done on the Diamond 
Fields, but then her reason mocked her for the 
hope. So many things might happen — she dared 
not look forward. Alternately she longed and 
trembled for the hour that should see them start. 
She was fighting pluckily, but the enormity of 
the undertaking to which she had set her hand 
paralysed her in moments, and at every step she 
seemed called upon to vanquish a further obstacle 
that had not been suspected till it barred the 
way. 

When the morning broke at length, her 
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predominant sensation was of pleasure. Her own 
trunks were ready, and while Bad Shilling was 
sent for their breakfast, she was busy packing 
the remaining things of Willy's. She was still 
on her knees, endeavouring to fasten the box, 
while Childers sat on it, when the *'boy'* re- 
turned. His additional weight — for he was a 
" boy '' of about forty years, and weighing twelve 
stones — disposed of the difficulty, and, laughing 
after their exertions, they sat down to the coffee 
and steaks at the untidy table quite gaily, re- 
minding each other that it was for the last 
time. 

The negro had come back with a " cart," which 
stood waiting for them, and, the meal concluded, 
they made haste to depart. As they mounted 
and took their seats, the doors of the cottage 
and all the sheds about the works banged 
violently ; the sunshine sank, and the long, low 
swishing sound was heard that heralded a dust- 
storm. In another minute the air was darkened 
as by a London fog ; windows rattled, and they 
hid their faces in their hands, in the vain attempt 
to shield them from the hissing clouds that 
whirled and stung. Such dust-storms were of 
constant occurrence, but in this one the little 
Hottentot Jehu appeared to perceive a signifi- 
cance, and he lashed forward the horses furiously. 
They had gained the station before the rain he 
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had foreseen began to fall ; but it did fall — in 
floods — sweeping less fortunate animals off their 
feet ; and Polly's cheerfulness deserted her as she 
glanced back into the deluge, and she felt super- 
stitiously that the adventure had commenced 
under ominous conditions. 



VIII. 

However, the thirty odd hours in the train 
were uneventful, and they reached Cape Town 
without any new danger having reared its head. 
Exhilaration was in the ascendant again. The 
comparative freshness of the atmosphere, tke 
sparkle of the sea beyond the jetty to her, and 
the scent of it to him, the odour of flowers and 
rustle of the trees, were delicious after the desert 
they had left. 

And he drove in a hansom again — a white 
hansom, with a coloured driver truly, but a 
hansom ! They went straight to a little inn, 
of which Polly had heard, outside the town, 
almost, it seemed to her, at the very foot of 
Table Mountain, whose squareness broke off so 
sharply against the intense blue sky, and here, 
obtaining rooms — the entire inn was at their 
disposal, if they had wanted it — sat down and 
smiled at each other from sheer delight. 
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" How clean everything feels ! *' said Childers. 
" Isn't it ? There's a feeling of cleanness about 
the towels, and the chair-covers, and the curtains, 
that is an absolute novelty to me ! " 

He had expressed just what she was thinking. 
It was clean, and outside it was green and 
tranquil. The road that the hostel overlooked 
was at this part an avenue of firs, glinting here 
and there with branches of the silver-leaves 
which are sent to England as birthday cards, 
with stiff little views or sentiments painted on 
them. Presently a Malay maidservant — a 
starched, white triangle from the armpits down, 
and with a bright silk fez upon her head — came 
irf with their dinner, and they tasted fruit once 
more; not fruit as it was procurable in Kim- 
berley, but great luscious peaches, and purple 
figs, and a water-melon plucked since an hour, 
that gushed into their mouths. They sat dawd- 
ling by the window over their coffee while the 
moon rose, and now and again the thrum of a 
banjo was borne to them on the stillness ; and 
Childers smoked a cigarette, because the situation 
seemed to call for one, though he only enjoyed it 
with his fingers now. 

In the morning they took one of the trains 
that potter backwards and forwards between the 
suburbs and Cape Town, and sent the cable 
to the solicitor. But they were not impatient 
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for the money to arrive ; they contemplated the 
two or three days they would have to pass here 
with great fortitude. 

When the answer came, and they issued from 
the bank with a roll of notes in Polly's pocket, 
they went to the office of the line which had 
a boat sailing next, to engage their passages; 
and here they met with their first disappoint- 
ment All the berths were gone, and it was 
necessary for them to wait for the Union steamer, 
that left a week later. 

It was disconcerting, but it could not be helped. 
After all, they were comfortable at the inn, and 
though Childers experienced more regret than 
Polly, he was not very seriously chagrined either. 
They walked home talking — for it was an agree- 
able walk after one had passed the tannery at 
Papendorp — and he confided to her his suspense 
until he had learnt how Reveries was received ; 
the humiliation he would feel if the reviewers 
sneered at it. And then the girl told him 
what the scene about them looked like ; of the 
fields of arum lilies, despised as buttercups in 
England, and the clusters of maidenhair-fern 
that fluttered in every hedge. 

" Look ! " she exclaimed once, inadvertently. 
" Oh ! . . . I mean how sweet this is. Will, this 
villa ! Those high cactuses— cacti, what do you 
call them — divide the garden from us, but here. 
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at the gate, one can see in. The lawn is yellow 
with loquat trees and crimson with japonicas. 
It's all patches of colour or of shadow. And it's 
got a perfect duck of a stoep, and — oh, a lovely 
old negress with white hair, who's coming down 
to us ! Let's stroll on ; she'd bother us to go 
over it perhaps — it's to let." 

'•We shall find a difference when we get to 
London, shall we not ? " he remarked as they 
proceeded. " Fancy it ! January ! The cold, 
the wet, the black bustling crowd in the foggy 
streets, and the mud-carts slopping over with 
slush. What a contrast ! " 

" London has suburbs, too ! " she answered 
hopefully. " Dulwich, where you lived, is a 
suburb, isn't it .^ It wouldn't be like that if we 
went to Dulwich ? " 

*' No," he said, ** we should not find a crowd 
in Dulwich, because the people who live there 
never go out ; and there would be no mud-carts, 
because in deadly Dulwich the mud is never 
cleared away. But its long, dreary, desolate 
roads aren't like this one, Rosa, in the least." 

Cape Town appeared to him, in spite of his 
affliction, much more attractive now than it had 
done eighteen months before, when he saw it. 
The thought occurred that he might utilize their 
enforced delay by consulting one of its medical 
men — he doubted its boasting an oculist pure 
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and simple — and obtaining a second and more 
authoritative opinion. He propounded the idea 
to Polly, and, on inquiry, she ascertained that the 
best man to whom he could go was an English- 
man — a Dr. Eben Drysdale. 

Very encouraging accounts were forthcoming 
of his ability. Though not a specialist, he had 
effected some remarkable cures in ophthalmic 
cases, it was affirmed, and Childers, who wrote 
to him through Polly for an appointment, grew 
strongly excited as the time for the visit drew 
near. 

The girl herself did not know what to desire. 
When they mounted the steps of the house, 
her knees knocked together. To wish the 
man might say that no operation would succeed 
sounded so heartless that she was ashamed to 
look at Willy while the struggle with the hope 
was going on ; yet to hear that his sight could 
certainly be restored would mean discovery to 
herself and despair to him. She often prayed, 
though to many it may sound improbable ; and 
as they stood waiting on the doorstep to be 
admitted, she shaped an inward, irresolute prayer 
now. She said, " O God, You know all about 
it— help me to want the thing that he'll like 
best ! " 

Dr. Drysdale did not bear any resemblance to 
either of the imaginary authorities whose portraits 
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Childers had sketched in Bultfontein. He shook 
hands with his visitors, observed genially that it 
was beautiful weather, and received them as if 
nothing could be further than the existence of 
any anxiety from his own recollection or from 
theirs. 

When Willy had finished explaining, he said — 

" Yes, yes, to be sure," and tapped his teeth 
pensively with a thermometer that had been lying 
on the table. " Yes, yes, to be sure ! And you 
are on your way back to the old country, eh ? 
Well, now let us see ! Let us have a look, sir ! " 
He lifted the lids, and scrutinized the boy's eyes 
one by one under the rays of an adjustable 
electric lamp. " Yes, yes, to be sure ! And how 
long is it since the trouble began ? " 

"My sight has been weak a long while," 
answered Willy. " It's been getting very bad 
the last eight months, and about nine weeks ago 
it failed altogether. At least I wore a shade for 
a few days, and then " 

" Yes, yes," said Dr. Drysdale. 

" Can you give us any hope ? " asked Polly. 

The physician mused. "There is hope," he 
said, " there is hope. I wouldn't say that no one 
would advise an operation over there. You 
might go to Pholett or to Maclntyre — I dare say 
Maclntyre would do it — and it's just possible it 
might be partially successful ; but I wouldn't 
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counsel it in this case; I wouldn't counsel it 
myself. Your husband ? *' 

Polly bowed. 

" Your husband, yes ! I wouldn't counsel it 
myself. Do you think it is advisable, sir, to 
proceed to England for the sake of— er — ^this 
remote chance ? " 

" I don't understand ? " said Willy, heavily. 

" In your state of health it will be injurious in 
the extreme. Here it's quite the reverse — you've 
everything in your favour. My advice would be 
to stay where you are. Suppose they do see 
their way to an operation, what of it ? Do you 
rnind taking off your coat and waistcoat ? — Thank 
you. Now draw a deep breath — that's it ! Now 
again ! " 

" My lungs are not strong," stammered Willy, 
" I know ; they never have been ! But what you 
are implying is news to me." 

Polly rose to her feet in consternation. 

**Do you mean that he is ill, doctor!" she 
exclaimed — " very ill ? " 

"I mean," said Dr. Drysdale, suddenly evasive, 
"that I wouldn't recommend him to go to 
England, that's all No need to be alarmed, my 
dear madam ; don't let me startle you ! It's not 
a climate we choose when there is a tendency to 
any pulmonary complaint, and — ^and your husband 
was perfectly aware that his lungs * aren't strong.' " 
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There was a pause that lasted some time. 

" We may as well go," said Childers, at length. 
** I am glad to have had your opinion. Good 
morning." 

But as Polly went forward to the head of 
the staircase, he stopped, instead of following 
her, and spoke to the doctor again on the 
threshold. 

" I want what you've seen, straight, please ! " 
he said in a low voice. " If I live in England, 
how long shall I last ? " 

" One cannot say," murmured the other depre- 
catingly ; " nature at times " 

** Roughly? I can bear it — I'm not a child! 
How long ? " 

"So far as I can judge from a very cursory 
examination I should give you about two years," 

'' Good God ! " said Childers. " And here ? " 

" Here ? With care, and the avoidance of 
anything like physical or mental excitement, you 
may live for ten ! More ! But you musi avoid 
excitement, mind ; it's imperative ! " 

The girl was returning, anxious to miss nothing. 
Childers caught the frou-frou of her skirt on the 
floor. 

" If I can't avoid excitement," he questioned 
desperately — *' if that's impossible ? " 

The doctor shrugged his shoulders. 

" You will not live so long ! " 
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IX. 

Childers and Polly left the house, and turned 
into the street silently. She could not express 
her comprehension by any words, and loathed 
the passers-by, who prevented her taking him to 
her heart. To him the shock was awful, and he 
knew now the meaning of various sensations 
which he had mentally set down to lassitude and 
depression. 

She squeezed the hand that rested on her arm 
against her side. 

" My poor boy ! " she said chokingly. 

" It's— it's rather a blow, isn't it ! " 

The sky was of just as hard a blue as when 
they had entered, she noticed with dull eyes ; the 
glimpse of bay sparkled just as fiercely ; the same 
traffic was in the roads, producing muffled sounds. 

"You must stop in Cape Town," she mur- 
mured, " and get well here. . . . Are we going 
back by train ? " 

" Yes," he assented drearily. ..." Yes, I 
suppose by train." 

His thoughts were not that his sight was lost 
for ever ; not that England would never be any- 
thing but a memory to him any more ; but that 
he and she would be divided now. She would 
go — perhaps a little later than they were to 
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have gone together — perhaps much later — but 
she would go. 

" It was fated it seems ! " he said. 

" What ? " she asked. 

He had assumed that she must be thinking of 
It too. She was suffering with her own identity, 
and had not remembered to view the calamity as 
Duch^ne. 

*' You will leave me out here, after all ! " 

" Leave you ? " Then, realizing the position, 
she was staggered. Would Rosa Duch^ne leave 
him.^ Or would she stay, regardless of every- 
thing else ? She did not know ! It looked 
incredible to her that the actress would consent 
to change her whole mode of life, to renounce 
her career, and make herself the jest of Europe, 
in order to remain by the side of Willy in Cape 
Town. And then she argued that it looked 
incredible, because the other woman was nothing 
but a great name to her, and that if she had loved 
him as he imagined . she did, the actress would at 
this minute have been wrung with the identical 
distress she was experiencing herself. "We — 
we must consider,** she said. 

Would consent be equivalent to discovery ? or 
would his belief in the devotion he had inspired 
be equal to accepting such a sacrifice without 
suspicion ? She sat staring from the window 
of the railway-compartment, asking herself the 
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question as the train bore them homeward. She 
was now grateful for the presence of strangers ; 
she did not want to speak. 

On the platform Childers said — 

" But what do I care — we will go together just 
the same ! Rosa, I would rather be with you and 
die, than live and be left alone. Don't let us 
think about it any more; we'll go as we'd 
determined!" 

"You must be insane!" she said, starting; 
** I don't want a suicide on my account." 

He persisted, but she would not listen- to him. 
All the afternoon she waited, trying to perceive 
whether he was ready to receive the suggestion 
she was aching to make. 

During the evening they were both very quiet. 
She had wheeled her armchair to the sofa where 
he lay, and stooped from time to time to kiss him, 
but her sympathy seemed empty to him without 
the words he was yearning to hear, and to herself, 
till they could be spoken, it seemed that she was 
offering him an insult. 

" When shall you sail ? " he said, breaking a 
long pause, 

" When you are tired of me," she answered. 

"Ah, you will go before then ! " 

" Really } " 

Coquetry appeared heartless to him. He 
wondered she could display any in such an hour. 
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** For the first time I wish you were a 
* nobody/ " he sighed. " Tve been too vain, 
perhaps, of being loved by Rosa Duch^ne. 
Now I'm punished for it — it's your position 
that comes between us. Her lover, or her 
career — what woman would hesitate ! " 

He did not know it, or intend it, but the 
reproach that was her clue was in his tone. She 
shut her eyes, and shivered with joy before she 
spoke. 

" I can't tell you what woman would hesitate," 
she said with a laugh; "but does it matter 
much ? " 

" What do you mean, Rosa ? " faltered Willy. 

" Supposing — " she said, curling a piece of his 
hair round her finger. 

" * Supposing ' ? " he echoed breathlessly. 

" Supposing that * once upon a time ' there was 
an actress who came to South Africa, and met a 
boy she — she was silly enough to like very much 
— silly enough to love very much — silly enough 
to love as I love you/ Suppose they had meant 
to go Home together, and then one morning learnt 
the boy was much too ill, and that the woman 
must give up everything to stay there with him, 
or go away alone, and give up him. If through 
that first, long, dreadful day she wasn't able to 
decide ; if just at first she did hesitate ; if she 
tried to stamp her love out, only to find — what 
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she might have known at the beginning — that it 
was worth more to her than the stage, more than 
her Paris, more to her than her Hfe ; if she cried 
to him, 'Willy, Tm ashamed of myself! Forgive 
me, and let me stop!' — what do you think the 
boy would say ? " 

" Rosa ! " 

"I love you, I love you, I love you!" she 
muttered, straining him to her. 

"You will not have so long to wait as you 
think ! " he said. 

"You will live for ever," she swore; "you 
shall be immortal ! " 

They went the following day to view the tiny 
house whose exterior had delighted her so in 
passing. It was to be let furnished, and the old, 
white-haired negress she had seen in the garden 
was prepared to remain as servant. They settled 
to take it on the spot, and less than a week later 
they were installed. 

The afternoon that they moved in, Polly went 
into town alone. She explained that she wanted 
to buy some trifle — a shade for the lamp — and 
Willy, who was taking as vivid an interest in the 
arrangement of their home as if he could see it, 
discussed the projected colour with her at great 
length. 

She left him on the stoep, in a position where 
she would catch sight of him on her return at the 
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moment she reached the gate; but when her 
purchase was made, she did not hasten to rejoin 
him there. She turned, instead, up Adderley 
Street, and entered the Government Gardens. 
There was a big building on her right, near the 
foot of the avenue, and she went into it The 
stone over the doorway was inscribed with the 
words " Public Library." 

" Please," she said nervously to the gentleman 
who was standing behind the counter, " I want 
a criticism on a book of poems. It doesn't 
matter what poems they are, or who wrote 
them; but they must be fine poems, and the 
critic must say that the poet is a genius — a great 
genius — one of the greatest geniuses in the 
world ! Can you help me ? " 

The librarian was a man who had strong views 
as to what everybody else should read. He dis- 
played dryasdust volumes, designed to raise the 
taste of Cape Town, in a prominent glass-case, 
that unwary people might be lured into asking 
for them, and shuddered when he gave out a 
novel. A demand on him so vague as this, how- 
ever, took him aback. 

" What kind of poet ? " he said. " There have 
been many fine poets. Do you mean one who 
is writing now ? " 

" I really don't mind at all," answered Polly, 
impartially, " so long as he is good." 
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" We have just received a work that might suit 
you, perhaps," he said. " How would this do ? " 
He handed her "Victorian Poets" by Stedman. 
" If you go into the reading-room, you can glance 
through it at your leisure/' 

She clutched the fat green volume thankfully, 
and taking a chair at one of the tables where 
there were pens and ink, hurriedly skimmed the 
contents. 

The names looked promising enough. Tenny- 
son, Browning, Swinburne, a host met her eye, 
including dozens of whom she had never heard. 
Settling herself to the perusal, though, it seemed 
to her eagerness that the author perceived more 
faults than merits even in the best of them, and 
nowhere could she encounter exactly what she 
sought. 

At length, after infinite pains, she culled a 
selection of appreciative paragraphs, and con- 
trived to dovetail them into a fairly consistent 
whole ; but a panegyric on Byron, that she 
observed too late to insert satisfactorily without 
omitting a eulogy of Keats, prevented her feeling 
the satisfaction with her performance to which it 
was entitled. 

" I am very much obliged," she said, in restoring 
the book. 

" Have you found what you wanted ? " asked 
the librarian, curiously. 

G 
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"Yes, thank you/' she declared, "at least it 
will do for the present ; but I shall have to come 
several times again." 

She now proceeded to the station, and reached 
the garden just as it was reddened by the sunset 
Willy was still where she had left him. She took 
off her outdoor things, and came out, and went 
to his side. She had a weekly London paper she 
had bought, in one hand — a Paper he had often 
referred to latterly with awe and anticipation — 
and behind her she held her sheet of foolscap. 
She gave him the paper. 

" Sweetheart," she said, " I have brought you 
your first review ! " 

He fell to trembling, pale to the lips. 

** What do they say ? " he whispered. " What 
is it in ? " 

She mentioned the Paper's name. "Shall I 
read it to you ? " 

" Yes," he said reverently, " let me hear ! " 

She took a seat a few feet away, and 
read. 

" ' The minor poetry of the last few years,' she 
began, " is of a strangely composite order. We 
can see that the long-unpopular Browning at 
length has become a potent force as the pioneer 
of a half- dramatic, half- psychological method, 
whose adherents seek a change from the idyllic 
repose of Tennyson and his followers. With 
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this intent, and with a strong leaning towards 
the art studies and convictions of the Rossetti 
group, a Neo-Romantic School has arisen, in 
which Mr. William Childers, whose Reveries is 
now under our consideration, leaps at a bound 
into the foremost place. His songs resemble 
those of Rossetti in terseness and beauty, while 
with Browning they escape at times to that 
stronghold whither science and materialism are 
not prepared to follow. Art so complex as Mr. 
Childers' was not possible until centuries of lite- 
rature had passed, and an artist could overlook 
the field, essay each style, and evolve a metrical 
result which should be to that of earlier periods 
what the music of Meyerbeer and Rossini is to 
the narrower range of Piccini or Gluck. All 
must acknowledge that Sic Itur ad Astra is 
perfect of its kind. Take this and that exquisite 
ode, To a Memory^ or My Soul and II We 
call them poetry ; poetry of the lasting sort, and 
attractive to successive generations. We believe 
that they will be read when many years have 
passed away; that they will be picked out and 
treasured by future compilers.' " 

She paused, that he might breathe. Heaven 
had fallen into the Rondebosch garden, and its 
glory was flooding him. 

Presently she bent over her manuscript again, 
and read on for several minutes to the end. 
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When she had finished they did not speak, 
by any words. She leant her head upon his 
breast, while his soul uttered a thanksgiving upon 
the eminence to which her lie had raised him. 
He had touched the apex. He was tasting an 
intenser joy than comes to one man among 
millions — a joy so keen that few of us have the 
imagination to conceive it. 

" Are you happy ? " 

"'Happy'!" His voice was broken, and he 
pressed his hands over his heart. " You and 
Fame / Can life have any more to yield ! *' 

" It shall be so for you always — always ! " she 
murmured. '* Let us go in." 

The brief Cape twilight was beginning to fall 
outside, and she lit the lamp. Viewed from the 
room, the garden was full of tender tints. She 
led him to a seat and kissed him. 

" Your chair in Our Home ! " she said. " Oh, 
and the shade ! I had forgotten it." 

" What colour did you choose after all, Rosa ? " 

" It is couleur de rose ! " said Polly. And she 
put it on. 



There was, twelve months later, living on the 
border of Mowbray and Rondebosch, a famous 
poet. He had never spoken with his publishers, 
but from time to time they wrote to him, in 



The Laurels and the Lady. 85 

terms of respectful admiration, and then the 
celebrated actress, who shared his exile, and 
acted as his amanuensis, read their letters to him, 
and subsequently cashed the small drafts that 
they apologetically enclosed. At the primitive 
shops from which the villa was supplied, the 
pair was known as ** Mr. and Mrs. Childers," 
but as they had not been to the church, none 
of the neighbours called upon them, and since 
the poet, being blind, was always attended by 
the actress, he made no acquaintances in his 
walks. He had recently published his second 
work, which, if possible, had increased the repu- 
tation he had won by his first. The two volumes 
were the most treasured of his possessions, and 
from the shelf on which they were kept he often 
took them down and fondled them. To a 
stranger who parted the expensive covers, the 
contents might have appeared startling in the 
face of so much pride ; indeed, he might have 
been pardoned the impression that he was look- 
ing at Mavor's Spelling Book and a child's 
History of England. But the poet handled them 
rapturously. To touch them was almost as thrill- 
ing as to embrace his plain companion, whom he 
always addressed by a name that was not hers, 
and whom, inexplicably, he believed to be so 
beautiful. 



The Back of Bohemia. 

I. 

As two ladies came out of the florist's in the 
Rue Royale, and moved towards their carriage, 
the younger of the pair gave a start of surprise, 
and exclaimed — 

" Ernest ! " 

" Who ? " said Lady Liddington, vaguely. 
'' What ? " 

Her niece was already shaking hands with 
him — a young man with a voluminous neck-tie 
and a soft felt hat, who looked poor and clever 
and Bohemian. 

" Ernest," she cried, " how glad I am to see 
you ! " 

" Kate ! Who would have thought of meeting 
you over here ! " He gazed at her with astonish- 
ment and admiration. " I should hardly have 
recognized you." 

" I've grown up ! Let me introduce you to 
my aunt, Lady Liddington. — You've often heard 
of Ernest, Aunt Madge ! I was his first critic. 
— ^And your mother and father .^" 
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" Quite well, thanks." 

" They are with you ? " 

" No, oh no ; they are still in Coblentz. The 
governor grumbles to me regularly every month ; 
the mater bears it better. Poor old governor ! 
he was meant to lounge through life with a rose- 
bud in his buttonhole, wasn't he ? I've been 
living in Paris nearly five years now." 

" And working ? " 

"And working! Fm a painter of sorts at 
last." 

" I can see you're a painter," laughed the girl, 
with a glance at the flowing bow. "Why *of 
sorts ' ? " 

" Art is a very arduous profession, I believe," 
murmured Lady Liddington, politely. She was 
mentally praying that no one who knew her 
would happen to pass while they were standing 
here. Really the young man cut a figure ! " Do 
you exhibit ? " 

" Not yet. I only sell." 

" Indeed ? I always understood " 

" I am at the lowest of the practical stages, 
Lady Liddington. At present I sell — somehow ! 
Later on I shall manage to exhibit, and be unable 
to sell. Finally I hope to exhibit and sell too. 
But the way is long." 

" I see," she replied, profoundly uninterested. 

"A real live artist!" said Miss Ormerod, gaily. 
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*' How proud you must be ! It seems only the 
other day you were a boy at home, dreaming 
dreams." 

"Yes, I was good at dreams," he confessed; 
"dreams don't want anatomy. How well I 
remember it all ! But I am keeping you." 

" You must come and see us," she said, " and 
soon ! I have a hundred questions to ask you. 
What are we doing to-morrow. Aunt Madge ? " 

** Er — to-morrow ? There is the Elys6e in 
the evening, you know, and the next night, I 
am afraid But if to-morrow afternoon " 

"I shall be very pleased," he declared. He 
repeated the address, and raised his distressing 
hat. The victoria drove away, and the two 
occupants mused a moment, Kate Ormerod 
smiling. 

The first to speak was the chaperon whom 
nature had never intended for one. 

"Your introduction was delicious," she said. 
" Who IS the gentleman you have made me ask 
home ? " 

"Is it possible you don't know him? — Ernest!" 

"Yes, I heard you call him * Ernest.' I 
shouldn't do it again if I were you. Hasn't he a 
surname by any chance ? " 

" Not call him ? Oh, my dear aunt, how 

can you be so absurd ! He is Ernest Mallock. 
Why, we were almost like brother and sister 
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until his people had to leave * Moyamehane ' and 
go abroad. My mother must have spoken of 
them to you a thousand times." 

" Oh," said Lady Liddington, " he is Cyril 
Mallock's son, is he ? But you are not in the 
wilds of County Roscommon now, remember; 
you are neither of you children any more, 
and " 

" And the Mallocks have lost all their money," 
concluded Miss Ormerod with warmth. " Don't 
leave that out, because it s really what you mean ! 
Yes, they are ruined — ^and what of it ? If you 
think it is any reason why I should pass a boy in 
the streets, who " 

" My dear," said the other, plaintively, " I did 
not suggest that you should pass anybody in 
the streets. You know I did not ! I only 

hinted It is very unkind of you, Kate, to 

make such accusations." 

The girl turned apologetically. 

'* Poor Aunt Madge ! Yes, I was bolting, 
wasn't I ? I'm sorry. But if you knew how 
happy it made me to see him — it was like a bit 
of my childhood crossing the road to me! It 
was Ernest who taught me to sit a horse and 
how to throw a fly. It was Ernest who taught 
me not to paint. He used to kiss me up to the 
time I was fifteen." 

"My child ! " gasped her aunt, looking appre- 
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hensively at the coachman's back. " Don't ! So 
he is Lord Fernahoe's nephew, that young man 
in the remarkable costume ? How painful ! Of 
course he has no chance of the succession, not 
the slightest. Fernahoe has a son, and I've 
met him. He is twenty years of age, and quite 
offensively robust. Wins cups and things, and 
takes absurd dumb-bells in his portmanteau when 
he stays anywhere. Your friend can go on 
dressing like a disreputable glazier for ever, if 
that is the only prospect he can boast." 

"I don't suppose he even thinks of it. His 
clothes seem to jar you like an Anarchist banner. 
He used to be rather a dandy, I can tell you, 
until the crash came. And Lord Fernahoe 
might have paid off the mortgage without feeling 
it — hateful man ! But he quarrelled with the 
Mallocks years ago." 

" Very strange, isn't it? Perhaps his brother 
did something disgraceful." 

"Aunt! Why on earth should it be Mr. 
Mallocks fault ? " 

" Well, I'm sure I don't know, my dear," said 
Lady Liddington. " Only one of them must 
have been to blame, it is very certain, and it is 
always pleasanter to blame the people you don't 
meet ; don't you think so ? How sweet those 
roses smell, but what a monstrous price! I'm 
sorry we bought them." 
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Men said of Madge Liddington that she was 
"a good sort" Her worldliness was not dis- 
agreeable — not too real. Of herself she said 
that she knew what she ought to do, but some- 
how never did it. Her theories were more 
cynical than her heart, and on the morrow, when 
Ernest Mallock came, she was gracious and even 
cordial. 

He had made some concessions to the occasion. 
His toilette, if shabby, was less unconventional 
to-day, and obviously he had no idea of falling 
in love with Kate. They chatted quite freely. 
There was too little formality between them for 
a chaperon to be wholly pleased, but, at the same 
time, too little to suggest the existence of senti- 
ment on either side. 

*'TelI me all!" said Miss Ormerod. "Tell 
me frankly. Does it come up to your expecta- 
tions ? You're a painter, you're in Paris, you're 
in Bohemia : is it quite as lovely as you thought 
it was going to be ? Does everybody talk * Art,' 
and rave about the time when he will * make a 

school,' and discuss his ' methods ' over * bocks ' 
and cigarettes ? What are you painting now — 
can we see your studio ? " 

" What am I to answer first ? " he laughed. 

** Don't answer anything — talk ! Tell me what 
the life is like ! " 

** It's very much like what I looked for. Yes, 
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some of us do prose about our methods, I'm 
afraid, and we drink a great many bocks — when 
we ve the money to pay for them — and my Paris 
isn't a bit Hke your Paris; it's a different 
world." 

" It must be heavenly ! If I had had any 
talent I should have loved to go in for it myself ! 
And do you know any clever people besides 
artists ? Authors and actors, I mean ? Do you 
know any people with long hair? Frenchmen 
seem to go to one extreme or the other — they 
either wear their hair waving in the breeze, or 
they have it cut too short to part it, even. All 
the people who come here are the cropped and 
dull ones." 

" Kate ! " 

"Well, they are, Aunt Madge. . . . Do you 
know Sardou, or Alphonse Daudet, or Sarah 
Bernhardt } ' 

He shook his head. 

" I don't. I know one or two English corre- 
spondents. I did a piece of newspaper work 
myself not long ago." 

'' Really .>" 

"In collaboration, yes. Gladstone was expected 
in Paris, and my friend thought he'd like to send 
an ' Interview ' with him to his paper. We wrote 
it together at one of the tables outside a cafd 
on the Boul' Miche' while Gladstone was still 
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travelling towards the Gare du Nord. We 
credited him with some very interesting views." 

*' Oh 1 " 

" So that's journalism ? " 

" No, scarcely, Lady Liddington ; it's a secret." 

"And do you prefer living here to being in 
London," she inquired ; " or couldn't you work so 
well at home, Mr. Mallock ? " 

" IVe^scarcely thought about it," he replied 
with a shrug; "this is my home now. Oh, I 
should say London would be ghastly — unless 
one were a Fitz John's Avenue gentleman, 
making a big income. For the smaller fry " 

** Too dreary ?"- 

He shuddered. "What could one do with 
one's self ? I've heard about it ! One fellow 
I meet works for London from here — black-and- 
white work, you know. Oh, rather funny ! Did 
you ever see a magazine called The Lantern f 
It's very 'earnest' — and only sixpence. Last 
month poor Tassie had to illustrate the line, ' He 
strolled meditatively through the summer night.' 
He made the man lighting a cigar. The other 
day he got his sketch back. The editor was 
politely sorry, 'But in The Lantern they didn't 
smoke.' " 

He stayed an hour, and, under the circum- 
stances, could one do less, when he rose, than fix 
an evening for his dining there .^ After he had 
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dined there, what more natural than that he 
should call ? 

Two afternoon visits, a dinner, and a strong 
friendship with one of his hostesses : the earlier 
intimacy was fairly renewed, and Lady Lidding- 
ton resigned herself to the inevitable without 
further struggling. 

They now saw him frequently. He sent them 
tickets for the clubs, and met them there to 
explain the pictures' merits; and if the elder 
woman, failing to understand why magenta cattle 
should graze on purple grass, sometimes sat down 
with a headache, and left Kate to wander round 
the rooms with him alone, was she a chaperon 
without defence ? 

No, they were not in love, but they were in 
danger. He had begun to look forward to these 
meetings, and so had the girl. He interested her ; 
she was sympathetic to him. He had been right 
when he said that they belonged to different 
worlds ; and that their lives were the antithesis 
of each other had itself a fascination, the deeper 
for the fact that they had once been almost the 
same. He knew his BuUier, his Clichy, the 
minor studios, and the cheaper caf6s ; he was not 
unfamiliar with the interior of the nearest Mont 
de Pi6t6; but of the Paris unfolded to Lady 
Liddington's niece he knew very little. It was 
a novel experience to him to see a dinner-table 
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poetised by flowers and a Salviati service. It 
was even a strange thing to Ernest Mallock to be 
sitting in a room with two ladies, and listening to 
ladies' conversation. 

If he told himself he was being a fool, in 
moments of candour as the weeks passed, it 
must be conceded that the temptation was a 
strong one ; but it must also be acknowledged 
that he spoke the truth. He was already think- 
ing much too often of Miss Ormerod for a man 
who could not hope to marry her, and yet he was 
continuing to see her because he was too weak to 
stay away. 

Then he knew that he loved her. He ceased 
at length to excuse himself by saying he found 
her "companionable," '^ simpatica,'' that there was 
" nothing in it." He knew he loved her ; that 
the world was peopled by men, women, and 
Kate Ormerod; that she stood on a plane by 
herself — different from every one. 

Paris now — the Paris that was open to him — 
stank in his nostrils. When he could not be 
with her in the daytime, he worked doggedly, 
and badly, finding occupation a relief to his 
feverish impatience ; but in the evening to paint 
was impossible, and it was in the evenings that 
he ate his heart out. 

He had not the faintest right ever to own his 
feelings to her, and he was aware of it If he 
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acted properly, he would declare he was leaving 
the city, and say good-bye, but he could not 
nerve himself to the necessary point. 

And after all, he argued, since he confessed 
nothing, asked for nothing, why should he deny 
himself the only happiness he possessed ? Yes, 
he was passionately in love with her — but, if he 
didn't say so, what harm did it do ? It would 
end by making him infernally miserable ? Well, 
that was his affair ; he would be infernally miser- 
able anyhow ! 

If the man was not disposed to do his duty, 
however, the time had arrived when Lady Lid- 
dington could not shirk hers. One morning, when 
he called with some tickets, and was shown into 
the drawing-room, she was in it alone, reading a 
Tauchnitz novel. Kate was practising, he was 
told, indeed he could hear the piano. 

" I was going to send you a note," said Lady 
Liddington ; " we are returning to London." 

He stared at her blankly. 

" It's a terrible bore. We intended remaining 
fully two months longer, but my letters this 
morning make it imperative." 

" You go soon ? " 

"To-morrow. And I am such a wretched 
sailor. Pity me ! " 

Miss Ormerod had begun Chopin's Second 
Nocturne. Mallock followed a line of it intensely, 



The Back of Bohemia. 97 

without realizing he was listening. He felt that 
he had turned pale, and that it was essential 
to say something if he did not wish to look 
remarkable, but his mind refused to yield a com- 
monplace. Lady Liddington, who had avoided 
plain-speaking with her niece by means of the 
same pretext, was no longer confident that she 
had escaped its necessity altogether. 

" I am sorry," he said, at length. He played 
with the book she had put down. ** Is it good ? '* 
he asked desperately. 

" It's a romance," she replied. ** No, stereo- 
typed ! A romance always ends with a marriage." 

" Isn't that realistic ? " he said. " Marriage is 
always the end of romance." 

" You are practical, Mr. Mallock." 

"It is the last virtue I shall ever attain, I 
regret to say," he stammered, hot with the sudden 
fear that she might be imputing mercenary 
motives. 

Their gaze met in a pause, and she answered 
him gently. 

" Why regret it, after all ? " she murmured. 
" To be practical is often distressing." 

** This is au revoir, then ? " He got up. '* Shall 
I see Miss Ormerod ? " 

" I don't think she has been told you're here. 
I'll let her know." 

*' Pray don't trouble. I can wish her good-bye 

H 
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as I pass the room. I hope you will have a 
smooth crossing." 

He was not forbidden, and his face thanked 
her as he took up his hat. 

Kate lifted her head as the handle turned. 

*' You ! " 

" So you are going away ? " he said huskily. 

" We go to-morrow," she averred, looking at 
the keys of the piano. Her voice was nervous. 

"Your aunt just told me. I shan't see you 
again." 

" Not before we leave, I suppose." 

*' I mayn't see you again at all. Perhaps you 
won't come back to Paris." 

" Oh surely, some time." 

" I shall miss you horribly," he declared. " I 
don't know what I shall do without you ! " 

" We have been very good friends." She 
stroked a note slowly with her finger. "It seems 
a long while." 

" Good-bye ! " said Mallock, jerkily. He put 
out his hand, and she rose, extending her own. 
His misery glowed in his eyes. In hers — but he 
dared not read them ! He caught the hand to 
his lips, and kissed it, and went out. Lady 
Liddington heard the door close. The Nocturne, 
however, was not resumed. 
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II. 

Well, his paradise was ended ! He was more 
wretched than he had ever been before in his life. 
He walked away heavily, without a destination in 
his mind. Where he went was nothing to him. 
Outside the Grand Hotel he brushed against a 
gentleman hurrying from the courtyard, and with 
a muttered apology would have passed on. 
Both looked round. The gentleman was his 
father. 

Almost with his ejaculation of astonishment, 
Mallock saw that he was dressed in mourning. 
The asphalte and the trees lurched. " Good 
God," he gasped, " my mother ? *' 

"Your mother was never better,*' exclaimed 
the other gaily, clapping him on the shoulder; 
" she sends her love, and a thousand messages ! 
I only got in an hour ago ; I was just taking a 
cab up to you. Let me look at you. Well, well, 
well ! it is good to see you again, Ernest. You 
know the news, don't you ? " 

** News ? No, what news ? *' 

** ' What news ' ! Is it possible ? Prepare 
yourself." He chuckled. ** Prepare yourself, my 
boy ! " 

** Governor, is it something good ? *' 

" It is very shocking,*' returned his father, 
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suddenly struggling after an expression of great 
solemnity, " very lamentable ! But — er — as it is 

years since we met them, of course My 

brother and his son are both dead, Ernest — 
drowned. There was a yacht accident. Poor 
Maurice ! He had his faults, but — ah, poor 
Maurice ! Let's go inside — you haven't had 
luncheon, have you ? I'll tell you all about it." 

The Bohemian listened, half stupefied. 

" You are Lord Fernahoe," he said. " You 
are Lord Fernahoe now ? And I " 

*' You are the Honourable Ernest Mallock, yes ! 
Better than your profession, eh ? Not but what 
you might have your studio still, if you fancied 
it. A studio after your own heart ! It would be 
rather chic ! And all the prettiest women could 
come and have their portraits painted. Very 
good ! Well, to think you didn't know it — you 
amaze me ! " 

" I haven't opened a paper for a week. But — 
but Miss Ormerod is here, with Lady Liddington. 
It's strange tAey haven't seen it." 

" They have, you may be sure." 

" I am quite positive they haven't an idea of 
it. Great heavens, Governor, what a difference 
for you ! " 

** Yes," said the peer, complacently, *'it will be 
a change after Coblentz. I have borne my 
reverses, Ernest, I have never complained; but 
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my health is not what it was. I — I have not 
the physique for the life of a poor man." He 
spoke as if he had been condemned to be 
a dock-labourer. "How do you think I'm 
looking ? " 

"You are looking as well as ever — ^and as 
young." 

"Nonsense, nonsense! Ha, ha! What will 
you drink ? I think I should like a little cham- 
pagne — my doctor advises champagne. You 
must order some clothes, Ernest, at once. You 
are — you are damned shabby. Go to a tailor 
to-day; don't forget it. What are you doing 
with yourself this evening ? " 

" Nothing," said Mallock, " at least " 

"Nothing that won't wait anyhow! You 11 
meet me, and we'll have a little dinner together 
at — Bignon's is gone, isn't it ?'* 

" Oh yes." 

" Where do you go, as a rule ? " 

"I ?" he smiled grimly ; " I'm afraid my haunts 
would hardly suit you." 

" No, I suppose not. Well, all that is over ! 
You've grown very handsome, Ernie ; you remind 
me of myself when I was your age. I may say 
that now, eh — an old man ? But you look dazed ! 
It was a terrible affair — poor Maurice, poor 
Maurice ! — but don't keep looking so dazed ! " 

" You've rather staggered me," said Mallock, 
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gulping his wine. " I — I — if you don't mind, Til 
leave you now. Where shall we meet ? " 

" Call for me here," said Fernahoe, airily ; " I 
drove here from the station. Say six o'clock. 
There are some things I've got to attend to : I 
have to be shaved, and — By the way, to-morrow 
I can let you have a substantial sum ; in the 
meanwhile, here's something to go on with — I 
suppose it will be useful ? Six o'clock, then, 
sharp ! And don't forget the tailor. Ta, ta." 

**Six o'clock," answered his son, ** Thanks! 
I won't be late." 

He watched Lord Fernahoe sign to a cabman, 
and instruct him to drive to a coiffeur. He stood 
stupidly on the curb there after the cab had 
rattled away. His eyes were wide, and his 
mouth set. After a minute he crossed the road, 
and turned down the Avenue de I'Opdra, still 
gazing before him with the fixed stare. Among 
the carriages of the Rue de Rivoli, he hesitated ; 
he seemed in doubt. Then he shrugged his 
shoulders, and slouched on and on — away from 
fashion, over the Pont Neuf, on to the Quays, 
down to the Place St. Michel. On the Boule- 
vard one or two threw him a greeting. He did 
not know it. His face was deathly white — now 
and again he smeared the moisture from it with 
a hand that shook. Threading his way through 
a maze of the dilapidated streets of the Latin 
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Quarter, he came to a narrow entrance beside 
a shop-window packed high with charcoal and 
wood. There was a flight of dirty stairs, and he 
mounted them slowly, and opened a door. 

The apartment was bedroom and salon in one. 
The bed was in disorder ; on the table the re- 
mainder of a ragout that had been hot two hours 
ago was stiffening in the gravy. A baby of 
twelvemonths, unkempt, uncared for, lay fretting 
upon two pillows on the floor, and a woman in 
a red flannel dressing-gown and list slippers was 
sitting in an armchair, beading a black-satin cape. 
She turned her untidy head at his approach, 
dropping a hair-pin as she moved. 

"Oh, here you are !" said Ernest Mallock's wife. 

He threw himself on the bed. '* Tm here." 

" Have you brought back any money ? '* 

" Take what you want ! " 

"How's this?" she exclaimed with delight. 
" You re in luck, Ernest ! " 

'* Yes," he groaned, ** I'm devilish lucky ! " 

She stooped for the fallen hair-pin, and picked 
her teeth with it reflectively. 

" You've never sold that old 'Solitude,' surely ?" 
she asked. 

" Oh, for God's sake be quiet ! " he said, " I'm 
tired." 

" Where have you been ? Your dedgennay's 
got cold. Shall I hot it up for you ? " 
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'* No, never mind, Bessy, thanks." 

*' It won't take a minute." 

" I don't want it." 

"What's the matter with it?" she asked 
sullenly. 

"There is nothing the matter with it," he 
declared in a strained voice, " nothing ! But I 
breakfasted out." 

*'0h, you breakfasted out? Who with? 
YouVe taken to breakfasting out a good deal 
of late, haven't you ? You're all alike — a nice 
lot you are ! Drink, and pay for whoever's 
there — one caffy after the other — I know it ! 
Never a thought of your wives at home ! I tell 
you, an artist has no business with a wife." 

" Do you think so ? " 

"Yes, I do 'think so,'" she said, angrily 
imitating his inflection; "yes, I do * think so,' 
Mr. Sneerer ! And I tell you more : I don't 
believe there's one among the lot who wouldn't 
be ashamed to have his doings known. No, I 
don't — do you hear ? I don't believe there's one ; 
there ! " 

" Oh ! " he said calmly. 

*'/ saw you the other day in the Rue Scribe 
walking with two ladies. Great swells they were 
— to look at. You didn't see me^ did you ? 
but / saw you / Who were they, answer me 
that ? " 
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** Hush ! " he said. *' You're making a fool of 
yourself." 

" Oh, am I ? That's very easy to say ! And 
you didn't look at the young one as if you 
worshipped her, did you ? " 

"Be quiet," he said. "Now then, be quiet! 
I won't have you speak of her." 

" Oh, what a fine gentleman ! Not speak of 
her, eh ? His wife mustn't so much as speak 
of her ! Ha, ha, ha ; we've come to a pretty 
pass ! — Listen to your father, my Blessing ! — And 
her figure is nothing to brag of either, for all she'd 
got such grand stays on ! And her mouth's too 
wide, and her hair wants tone." (In case women 
might be rendered vain by men's admiration, God 
made other women.) " I haven't been in the 
studios for nothing ; / could see her faults, if }^ou 
didn't ! " 

He clasped his hands on his head, and lay 
motionless. 

" I am tired," he repeated wearily ; " if you have 
finished, I want to sleep." 

But it was not true — he wanted to think ; he 
wanted to curse himself and die. In memory 
he was re-living the night of his first meeting 
with her — an English girl in a singing cellar off 
the Boulevard St. Martin, lured to Paris by a 
bogus advertisement, and insulted, on the even- 
ing of his presence, by a French student. He 
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recalled the enthusiasm with which he had 
knocked the man down, and the general row 
there had been with the cry of '* English chaps 
for ard ! " terminating by the girl and him stand- 
ing bareheaded outside on the pavement at two 
o'clock in the morning. She wept and blessed 
him. He was a Sir Galahad of chivalry, and 
afforded the Quarter another example of "the 
English eccentricity." After reflection, he offered 
to send her home to London. She had been 
unhappy there — she wept again, and did not 
want to go. He found her employment as a 
model, and paid the rent of the room he took 
for her, out of his own pocket She was pretty ; 
was the end surprising.^ She thought she was 
in love with him —let him see as much — and he 
was in love with his own romance. Whom had 
he to study ? And life with her would be re- 
markably "jolly!" It was a boy's infatuation 
for Bohemia, while Bohemia had only shown a 
smile. Its front had been dazzling — he married 
her. This was the back of it. 

She had picked up her work again, and sat 
sewing irascibly ; he regarded her under lowered 
lids. She was pretty still, but to him her face 
was more loathsome than a leper. He hated 
each line of it ; her footstep, every time she 
moved; each little harmless habit that she had, 
made his nerves ache. 
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It was half-past four; this evening he would 
have to confess his marriage to his father. How 
could he do it ? He must tell Bessy of the 
change that had come to her, and witness her 
rejoicing ! 

The hands of the tawdry French clock upon 
the mantelshelf crept on ; if he meant to keep 
the appointment, he ought to go soon. 

The satin cape was nearly finished. The flies 
were swarming about the sticky dish and settling 
on the meat. When the clock struck six, Ernest 
Mallock was still lying on the unmade bed — 
looking at his wife. 
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Tuesday. 
Cabin or intermediate ? It is the question I 
have debated since I decided to return. New 
York declines to support me ; nobody in London 
is awaiting me. Capital, translated into English 
money, twenty-five pounds — cabin or inter- 
mediate ? 

The brilliant adventurer of fiction who always 
finds it wise to be extravagant would not vacillate 
an instant; I know it. I know how that suc- 
cessful extravagance of his always warms my 
heart and fascinates me, so that I follow his 
impecunious career in hansoms with far more 
interest than the struggles of the hero, who is 
economical, and goes by omnibus. I know 
how I have admired him, and agreed with him, 
and rather pined between the paragraphs for 
a chance to be brilliant and adventurous too; 
but somehow, now the opening is here, I don't 
seem made for the part. I seem to incline to 
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the hero's point of view which is narrow and 
commonplace. The opportunity is magnificent : 
twenty-five pounds, and no source of income 
when I land ! Nothing could be finer ! I see 
the Adventurer in the situation to a semi-colon. 
(A reference would be made at such a crisis to 
his "irreproachable linen" and "faultless clothes.") 
He argues lazily that the true economy is to 
travel first-class on account of the people to be 
met. He meditates that aboard ship one mixes 
with distinctly wealthier persons than one knows 
at home, and adds that for the creation of inti- 
macy a week at sea is equal to a year ashore. 
Yes, the adventurer would go cabin, and, what 
is more, he would most certainly be playing a 
David-and-Jonathan duologue with a desirable 
passenger by the time of sighting Queenstown. 
On the whole I am tempted to back his choice. 
He is mercenary but acute, and I shall risk it. 
By surface-car to Bowling Green, and then to 
book a first-class passage by the Germanic ! 

Wednesday. 
I have done it ! If I did not invariably feel 
the same way on coming aboard, I should say 
there isn't a soul on the ship with whom I shall 
ever have a conversation. Aware by experience, 
however, that in the course of the afternoon 
several individualities will emerge from the crowd 
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— ^the last a feminine individuality that I shall 
be astonished I overlooked. Also aware by 
experience that she will be the very last person 
I shall contrive to know. Not that it matters 
this trip ; I am here on business ! She will 
attract me by a suggestion of disdain, an air of 
" le hig lifl' and prove on acquaintance perfectly 
natural. I shall believe her oblivious to men's 
existence, and she will own later that she tried 
to guess my profession, or wondered if I meant 
to speak to her. Whereat I shall be flattered, 
and at the same time disenchanted a shade. 

The familiar first feature of a voyage has 
occurred. Exchanged a few words with some 
man on deck, and re-encountered him in the 
smoking-room, where we resumed the chat. Told 
me he has been to New York on pleasure ; must 
be mad ! Has an elderly stock-broker sort of 
cut about him, but do not know what he is, as 
we were not confidential. Must admit that if 
he had been an American, instead of a com- 
patriot, I should be in full possession of his 
biography — related with that superficial sim- 
plicity of Cousin Jonathan which is as charm- 
ing as it IS deceptive. Other compatriot sits 
opposite me at table. Travelling with " Charles, 
his friend," to whom he recited all the French 
of the bill of fare in patronising tones for 
the admiration of the neighbourhood. Later 
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pronounced " plover " phonetically, and " Charles, 
his friend," corrected him. Situation strained ! 

Passenger-lists crowned the serviettes, and, 
faithful to my model, I have been carefully 
through one. There is a lord among us ! The 
model would have "scanned it keenly" over a 
brandy-and-soda, but at that point the copy fell 
short. To the height of brandy-and-soda I 
cannot soar. I am .travelling first-class, and I 
have examined the passenger-list. To carry the 
imitation to the length of a wine bill is asking 
too much of a novice. May of course look mean 
at dinner without the conventional claret, but if 
I deny myself beer (which I want) and spend the 
money on ApoUinaris (which makes me ill), 
perhaps I can convey the idea of abstinence 
from motives of hygiene. Am going around 
on the track of the lord I 

Thursday. 
Not found him ! He might get me a Govern- 
ment appointment, and I can't discover which 
he is. Don't like to inquire — the "love of 
Tommy," and all that ! I thought I had iden- 
tified him once, but it was only a major. It is 
exasperating; twenty-four hours gone without 
result. And this boat makes a fast passage! 
Merely rich people are no use to me, but there 
are enough dollars on board — including the 
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reputed contract of a variety actress — to sink the 
ship. She (not the ship, the actress) has already 
established a little coterie of admirers ; they form 
a rather noisy semi-circle which the other women 
(and the men who don't belong to it) eye with 
envious reprobation. Funny the curiosity a pro- 
fessional excites in the philistine. Spoke to her, 
and referred to it. She said : " Sakes, they stare 
at me as if I was a * Freak ! ' " Think ** freak " is 
good ! I found the semi-circle very jolly, and 
enjoyed myself. 

Have had another promenade with him of the 
stockbroker aspect. He was alone — he always 
is — and seemed encouraged when I told him it 
was a nice day. Found him "doing the mile*' 
with melancholy determination, and bore him 
company. 

She has appeared ! She is younger than usual. 
Saw her as we registered two-thirds of our '* con- 
stitutional." She wears a tailor-made jacket, and 
a sailor-hat with a wisp of veil attached, deli- 
ciously incongruous and feminine. Her eyes met 
mine absently, as if she did not know I was 
there. If anything stimulates me to get friendly 
with a pretty woman it is being looked at as if 
she didn't know I was there ! I think the eyes 
are gray. She does not seem to have any com- 
panion with her, and gives one the idea of 
being unmarried. Have not learnt her name 
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yet, though; she was reading when we passed 
again, and the back of her chair was hidden. 
Mean to glance at the initials on it when she 
goes below. Wish I could break the ice, and 
inaugurate a series of talks with her, but it is 
a wish and not an intention: no time to spare 
for enjoyment ! The bugle is tooting for luncheon ; 
unless she is ill she will mova . . . 

She was just rising as I reached her — they are 
gray! Left the book in her place — "Aurora 
Leigh" — and a glove; size, five-and-a-fraction, 
or Tm a Yankee. Her chair is marked "N.B." 
(Superfluous injunction !) She is " Miss Nellie 
JBret" — found it in the passenger list. If I did 

have the leisure now But it is out of the 

question ! 

Friday. 
It was a moment of weakness — or rather an 
hour — ^but it happened ! I was sitting near her, 
divided by one; and presently the "one" got 
up. I had a view of her from time to time 
across the novel I had borrowed from the library, 
in the pages of which the Adventurer figured 
again. I was searching for something to say 
when a bold old beggar stopped deliberately in 
front of her, and, presuming on his age, robbed 
me of my opportunity. I considered it exceed- 
ingly " pushing " of him, though I envied him the 
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coup. I caught fragments of a tale about himself, 
and the Prince of Wales, and India — especially 
himself; but he failed to entertain her, I was 
delighted to observe, for she was monosyllabic 
and inaudible. He lounged away after ten 
minutes, and our eyes met. I fancied hers had 
a half-amused protest in them. As well as 
I could manage it, my own gaze expressed 
comprehension. 

" You were so unkind," I said diffidently, " that 
I am frightened to risk boring you myself ! " 

That was the way it began. 

She laughed ; and when she answered me her 
voice had that timbre of the unexpected in it 
which one always feels on hearing a woman one 
has admired speak for the first time. 

She is an art student going to Europe to study. 
The insolent opulence does not claim her, I 
imagine. She alluded to the pecuniary prospects 
of the career, and complained that it was so long 
before a palette produced a purse. I owned to 
her I wrote — tried to write, hoped to write ; said 
the pen was no mightier than the brush. What 
a bond there is between artists, particularly when 
one of the pair is a girl! We talked without 
restraint for an hour ; I might even say " without 
cessation." She mentioned the class she is join- 
ing ; she called it the ** institootion." Nothing 
is perfect — the peach has a stone, and the nice 
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American woman declines the vowel " u *' ; but 
when she is nice, probably la belle Americaine 
gets as near perfection as a New Yorker chasing 
the dollars comes to perpetual motion. And 
that is about ** as near as makes no difference." 
She has the geniality of her husband and 
brothers, with a refinement that is her own; 
the charm of her sex allied to the spontaneity 
of her nation. Miss Bret is eminently com- 
panionable, under other circumstances she would 
represent the interest of my trip. Even as 
it is, there may surely be moments ? I can't 
monopolize the lord from breakfast-time to 
cheese-and-crackers ; there is no reason why 
in intervals Yes, I am compromising, I 

feel it ! Banish the sentiment ! The remainder 
of the day shall be devoted to relentless in- 
vestigation for the personage who is to slap me 
on the shoulder and say, " My boy, a sinecure, 
five hundred a year ! Take it, and woo Melpomene 
in peace ! " 

Saturday. 
Can only conclude he is suffering in his state- 
room. How plebeian! In the meanwhile why 
not Miss Bret as well as another } Saving the 
" stockbroker " I am not particularly chummy 
with anybody else, and I distinctly prefer the lady. 
Throgmorton Street is getting unnecessarily 
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attached to me. That is the worst of a pas- 
senger who doesn't thaw to the multitude ; 
when he does take a liking, he is apt to be 
importunate. He is all the time hanging on to 
me when I want to drift Miss Bret-ward. 

They are getting up a concert for Monday 
night; Miss Bret is to sing. Been practising 
her accompaniments with her, and then strolled 
with her on deck, and then took her down again 
to look for tea. Asked the steward if any was 
** going." She thought it funny; seems they 
don't say that in America. She declared it 
would be better if I asked if any was " coming." 
So it would, but it never struck me before. We 
" refreshed " at a table tete-k-t6te, and were witty 
about the other people in the saloon. She had 
a box of sweets, and offered me some, — called 
them "candies," of course. Am not sure the 
American language hasn't a certain piquancy. 
" Candies ? " it sounds pretty, I think. Could 
not avoid noticing how nice she looked with a 
caramel in her mouth, — the provoking movement 
of the lips, don't you know. (By Jove, I have 
just written it ! And she has been chaffing me 
about that British ." don't you know " like any- 
thing!) Suppose there is nothing intrinsically 
beautiful in sucking a caramel, but some women 
are adorable whatever they do. 

Very bad taste, the rowdyness of the actress- 
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group. We went to " do the mile " before dinner, 
and I disliked passing it very much. That kind 
of thing seems to me disrespectful to the other 
ladies on board. I suggested to Miss Bret that 
we should limit ourselves to the opposite side of 
the boat. 

I had helped her on with her jacket, and 
found her the pin belonging to the sailor-hat. 
What a sense of intimacy there is in helping a 
laughing woman to put on her " things ! " What 
a curb one has to keep on one's self not to say 
too much ! 

Don't think I shall turn in yet. It's a heavenly 
night : go up and smoke, and look at the stars ! 

Sunday. 

Great Scot ! the " stockbroker " is the lord ! 
Was there ever such good fortune ! Verily hath 
the Adventurer wisdom, and I, his disciple, am 
in luck. I learnt it from her after Service ; she 
had thought I knew, and alluded to the fact 
quite casually. Astonishing thing that before a 
woman has been abroad twelve hours she knows 
everything about every one — from the domestic 
relations of the first officer to the history of an 
improvident person with thirteen children in the 
steerage. 

Have not had any conversation with him since 
I made the discovery, because I could not leave 
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Miss Bret abruptly, but I design the afternoon 
for him in its entirety. 

Hope I am not beginning to take too lively 
an interest in Miss Bret Must confess to a 
feeling of restlessness which I am aware is 
premonitory of a cropper. Think on the whole 
it would be as well to give her a wider berth 
during the remainder of the voyage. To think 
is to do : wider berth resolved ! 

Conversation with the lord as determined ; we 
sauntered about together some time. Not the 
entire afternoon — indeed it was only for twenty 
minutes — but after being with Miss Bret so much 
I felt it would look rude to neglect her utterly. 
It is obvious one must use tact in affairs like this, 
and edge away by degrees. 

A migration to port was taking place when 
I joined her, it was warmer that side. I moved 
her chair round for her, and placed it behind a 
boat out of the way of the promenaders. Stayed 
with her rather longer than I intended ; we had 
tea on deck. When the bugle sounded for dinner 
I carried her rug down to the door of her state- 
room. Our hands touched as I gave it to her ; 
fancied hers wasn't withdrawn as quickly as it 
might have been. Know mine wasn't! Am 
convinced my resolution was well taken ; the 
less I see of her in future the better. Will have 
just one turn in the moonlight with her this 
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evening, and to-morrow limit myself to a few 
passing words. 

Monday. 

Had forgotten to-day was fixed for the concert ; 
it has, of course, been impossible to avoid her. 
We had to have a last rehearsal, and there were 
several things to be discussed. Most prejudicial 
to my chances, all this, upon my soul! — have 
scarcely said a word to my intended benefactor 
except " Good morning." 

Don't go in for gushing about sunsets, as a 
general rule, but the one this afternoon was 
really glorious. We considered it the loveliest 
we had seen ; we had been walking, and paused 
to look at it The sea was like a lake, and every- 
thing was purple and orange in turn. Couldn't 
help reminding her we should not watch many 
more together, and she said **no" very thought- 
fully ; and there was silence. I asked if she 
would be sorry when we landed, and she answered 
"for some things she thought she should." I 
said women often fancied they regretted it very 
much when a voyage ended, but twenty-four 
hours on shore was sufficient to blot the remem- 
brance out. She said she had no doubt that was 
so. The silence was longer this time. 

She found she was growing chilly a moment 
later, and decided she would go below. It was 
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simply balmy, so I bowed a dignified assent, and 
refrained from expostulating. Suppose it was 
silly to have said that about women forgetting, 
but, after all, if she is offended it simplifies my 
position with regard to her. Didn't sit beside 
her at the concert, which was as slow an affair 
as I ever endured. She thanked me rather coldly 
at the conclusion of her song, and I said "It was 
a privilege ! " with formal politeness. Ghastly 
dull thing, a passage, anyhow ; wish to goodness 
it was over ! 

Tuesday. 
Not spoken six words to her all day! Not 
spoken to any one ; got nothing to say. Smoked 
an ounce of tobacco, and am going to turn in. 

Wednesday. 

She has been lodged unapproachably between 
two old dowagers since breakfast. A deliberate 
plan to repulse me ! And to judge by her expres- 
sion one would imagine it was her daily custom 
to sit there. 

Great mind to stop and have it out with her 
in front of the whole row. Did hesitate when I 
lifted my cap, but she only inclined her head with 
a smile, and went on with her book. Perhaps 
one of the old crones has moved — go up and 
see! . • . 

Not moved I Both in a state of fixity suggestive 
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of a ninety-nine years' lease. Miss Nellie Bret 
reading as placidly as ever. Hope she didn't 
see me lounge round. 

Couldn't address her when she went to lun- 
cheon, I meant to — tried to, but I bungled, and 
she figuratively walked over me. Afterwards I 
saw her ensconced in that detestable place again, 
with an air of being settled for the rest of the 
afternoon. And we are to be landed early to- 
morrow ! This is simply infernal. . . . 

I was scribbling at one of the double desks in 
the writing-room, and, as I made a blot, I looked 
in her face ! She had been writing a letter on 
the other side. We lifted our heads at the same 
moment, and our eyes met through the scallop 
in the top of the partition. 

It was my chance at last, and I threw it away ! 
Don't know what demon possessed me. I said, 
** I'm afraid I'm disturbing you," and moved to 
another chair. Think I must have been crazed ! 
She will never forgive me, never ; and in twenty- 
four hours we shall be flying across England in 
opposite directions. 

The coast of Cork is getting clearer every 
minute. Everybody on deck, staring and chatter- 
ing. The idiot who fancies his French accent, 
has lent her his field-glasses, and she is flirting 
with him outrageously. Will she ever be alone ? 
— I only live to apologize to her ! 
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Couldn't see my dinner for watching her across 
the saloon. She left the table early, and I bolted 
up after her in the middle of an entree. Cannoned 
against the lord in the companion-way just as I 
was reaching her. He caught me by the arm 
and began to talk. It was maddening! Nellie 
was leaning over the taffrail ; the air had 
freshened, and the lace thing round her neck was 
fluttering in the breeze. I flung his hand off, and 
left him affronted — 

She is an angel of tenderness and patience! 
Must try to find a ring in pearls or pink coral 
for a fiver. 
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Have you ever known moments in which you 
have yearned, with an intensity that was almost 
pain, for an unmet woman's love? Moments 
when mother, brother, friend — all have been in- 
sufficient to ease the restless aching of your heart 
which cried in its sudden loneliness for sympathy 
and consolation ? When, like a far-off, unattain- 
able star, through the gloom of your unuttered 
thoughts, there still gleamed that ideal of a 
visionary being with a gentle voice and pitying 
eyes, who should comprehend, and soothe, and 
whisper " hope " — when in your solitude of mind 
and soul it seemed Heaven could bestow no 
sweeter blessing than a confidante like this ? 
No ; you have known no such folly ? You have 
never, in fancy, talked with her, and listened to 
tender words which have no existence but in the 
secret daydreams of your own imagination ? 
You have never, in a great gust of pictured 
gladness, defined your longings at this woman's 
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feet ? My friend, you are a happy man ; or, you 
are an animal ! 

My name is Christian Arbroath, and from the 
peace of this, my new-found home, where the 
mountains round us rise into an azure sky, 
and existence passes so tranquilly that the out- 
side world is nothing but a feverish memory, 
I send forth the story of my life — a life they 
would tell you I have *' thrown away." Yet it 
is less of myself I would speak therein than of 
Her ; let it be with Her my narrative commences, 
far from the present place, one long-gone sum- 
mer's day. 

She knows that she is dying ; she knows that 
she will die unmourned, unmissed. The con- 
sciousness is bitterer than the fiercest pangs of 
the hunger she has endured till it faded in the 
numbness of exhaustion, more terrible than her 
fears of the eternity towards which she is slowly 
drifting out. It is the Nemesis of her guilt that 
there will be no one to weep for her, no one to 
care ; the parched lips quiver at her loneliness, 
and her eyes moisten. To the fallen woman 
dying on a wayside seat it seems that heaven 
nor hell could devise a ghastlier satire on the 
price at which she has purchased love in life than 
this utter isolation in her hour of death. 

Her dress is of silk ; once considered too rich 



The Life they said she Ruined. 125 

for outdoor wear, to-day white with dust that lurks 
between its greasy folds, and clings in patches to 
its ragged hem ; there is dust upon her hair, 
dust upon the broken boots half-hanging from 
her blistered feet; and, trickling down one 
wounded heel the roads have cut, comes a little 
stream of blood to mingle with the dust upon the 
ground. 

It is the Sabbath morning : the hedges are gay 
with the bloom of wild flowers and the twitter of 
birds ; she feels herself more loathsome here in 
the hush of the suburb than in the London 
beyond ; the immensity of sky frightens her ; 
Respectability shrinks from her appalled; the 
church-bells cry to her of an outraged God. 

"Charity!" 

Degraded and unpitied she stands in the path 
of Religion, and craves the means to live and to 
atone. 

" Charity ! " 

The people pass her by with decorous, averted 
gaze, and hymn-books in their hands. 

" Charity ! " 

She sinks back upon the bench ; the bells have 
ceased, and through the open door the voluntary 
peals out upon her ears. 

Hazily, dreamily, the half- forgotten music re- 
calls another scene. In fancy, the scent of 
lavender is blown again across her nostrils ; in 
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memory she hears the lowing of the cattle driven 
homeward in the eventide. She sees a girl stand- 
ing at a cottage porch, listening to the clutter of 
the chickens, and the rattle of the tea-things in 
the tiny room within. The girl is innocent and 
pure, and the woman shudders where she lies, for 
two years have rolled away as the chords swell 
softly on the solemn stillness of the air, and it is 
the ghost of her former self, this girl she sees. 

It is she, who has for man to-day nothing but 
scorn and hatred, who is roaming through the 
meadows by a stranger's side, thinking him honest, 
believing him true ; she, to whom " man " is now 
a synonym for all that is base and vile, who is 
blushing under her mother's gaze at this new- 
found wealth of love, and who. Heaven help her ! 
is presently sobbing out a prayer for strength 
in the wakeful night, alone. 

The organ is silent; the minister is reading; 
and one more wraith of her youth floats back to 
mock her from a buried past. 

She sees two figures standing together in a 
country lane, under the harvest-moon; their 
shadows blend in the uncertain light, and the 
girl's face is hidden by her hands. He has 
pleaded long and passionately, with eager words 
and tender tones. His wife in all but name for 
a little while, and then his own as fast as church 
and ring can bind them ! 
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He will marry her, he swears it! Will she 
refuse her trust to him who has given her his 
heart ? 

The same banality! The tale that drags its 
sequel through the gaslit streets, or writes " Finis " 
on the mound above a nameless grave. 

That is what she sees while life is ebbing from 
her, and I, who pen these lines, in looking back 
thank God's full mercy I was in time to save her. 

Was it the very strangeness of that meeting 
which lent her in my sight a charm? Was it 
because I found her dying almost at our gates — 
my mother's gates and mine — that from the first 
her presence in the house to which I bore her, 
scarcely conscious, filled a void I had not dared 
to hint ? Who knows ? There is a destiny in 
these things, perhaps, so surely do some rencontres 
seem pre-arranged by Fate. 

Do you remember the commencement of what 
has been called the divinest spirit-love that Earth 
has seen : when Lamartine, then the young poet 
who had just entranced the world with his " Medi- 
tations," was journeying from Rome to Florence, 
and paused to visit the cascades of Terni ? Ab- 
stractedly ascending the parapet formed by the 
rocks, he found, on gaining the height, a girl, 
ignorant of his approach, reclining against the 
trunk of a tree. The breeze played with her 
long golden curls, tears glistened on her lashes 
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her blue eyes were fixed in melancholy contempla- 
tion upon the rushing waters at her feet It was 
Delphine Gay, the improvisatrice of France. 

I was no poet, I was a doctor ; and in Hester 
Aubrey I found no woman whose thoughts were 
familiar to me through the medium of books ; but 
in those weeks during which she tarried with us, 
while we nursed her back to cheerfulness and 
health, and her gratitude gave place to interest, 
as it appeared to me, I experienced a new-born 
happiness, a supreme contentment, a sense of 
homeliness within the quaint old rooms which 
had never been so strong to me before — a home- 
liness which, in the inexplicable contradictions of 
nature, a stranger had been the one to bring. 
My mother loved her well, I know. Returning 
from my daily rounds, I always came upon them 
sewing or reading in each other's company, and, 
by-and-by I noticed that Hester's face would 
brighten at my coming, and her gray, sweet- 
serious eyes grow pensive when I left. Then, 
when the earliest roses bloomed again in the pale 
cheeks, she would have said "Good-bye," and 
gone out into the world once more, but my mother 
pressed her to remain yet a little longer, for we 
knew that Hester was without a friend. 

We did not know the whole truth, however. 
Was it wonderful she shrank from acknowledging 
her shame in the simple household which bounded 
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all her chances of redemption ? Can I marvel that 
the deserted mistress taught us to regard her as 
a widow — and it was as " Mrs. Aubrey " that I 
loved her so. " Loved her," yes ! In the old 
Eastern fancy I had met my ** other-half*' — my 
dearer and my better self. I discovered I could 
converse with Hester more freely than I had ever 
spoken to living soul before; I found affinities 
too subtle to be explained. In the afternoons, 
when my mother slept, she and I would sit 
together under the trees on the lawn, some- 
times in reverie, more often talking so earnestly 
that twilight fell upon us both as a surprise. 
And once, with her hand retained in mine, while 
the sinking sun touched her hair redly, I asked 
her, and she promised, to become my wife. 

It was at this period that my mother became 
ill ; I summoned the aid of one of my most 
eminent colleagues. Hester and I waited upon 
her day and night. If devotion could have 
saved her life, Hester would have saved it as 
assuredly as I. Skill and affection alike were 
powerless ; my mother died. 

The time which followed was very sad to 
me. In deference to the prejudices of the 
world, it was conceded that I was incapable of 
protecting the girl I was going to marry; that 
my roof was no longer a fitting shelter for 
the woman whose honour it would, in a few 
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months, be my sole prerogative to guard. Hester 
Aubrey was adrift once more, and I was utterly 
alone. 

She herself suggested her occupation, and I, 
in my profession, was able the more easily to 
effect her wish. 

As a sick-nurse (I am recording her own ex- 
periences now) she felt she was in some measure 
expiating the guilt of her unacknowledged past ; 
in the exercise of her fresh duties she trusted to 
lose sight of the sin of its concealment 

All the sophistry that springs from wretchedness 
was battling with her inborn instincts of holiness 
and truth. She knew she was beloved, less with the 
senses than the soul ; she knew that the marriage 
to which she had consented would be a prelude 
to the finest intercourse in nature, the com- 
panionship of two kindred minds; she felt that 
in this future which she held within her grasp she 
could give happiness and find it. Why should 
she falter, and blight, with the confession of her 
past, her own prospects and her lover's peace ? 

Struggle as she would, they forced themselves 
upon her, these meditations, in the pauses of 
her sad vocation. Once, watching the young 
mother who was her charge, as she lay between 
the soft silk curtains of the bed, she compared 
the lot of her wealthy patient with her own. The 
child-wife's head, with its wealth of golden hair. 
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lay back among the lace-trimmed pillows; her 
eyes, which had looked last in feeble ecstasy 
upon her new-born son, were closed. She dreamt, 
to judge by the smile that hovered in the faint rose- 
light of the lamp upon her lips — dreamt, perhaps, 
of the baby grown to manhood, impervious to the 
charms of other women, and never so pleased as 
by his mother's side. And the nurse, contem- 
plating her through the mist of unshed tears, 
envied her wildly for the destiny that gave her 
portion, home, and child without taking from her 
one iota of her fame; loathed herself for the 
sudden bitterness of spirit the while, and, with 
a low sob of misery, hurried from the room. 

When she entered it next, a man was sitting 
by the bedside, opposite her chair ; she knew it 
must be the husband and father who was her 
employer. He lifted his eyes, full of a proud 
delight, and their gaze met. 

" Hester ! " 

" Frank ! O God ! " 

They stood looking at each other across his 
sleeping wife — the woman who was struggling to 
regain the footing she had lost, and the man by 
whom h^r fall was caused. 

" Hester!" he repeated under his breath, " why 
have you come here ? " 

*' I am her nurse," she answered slowly ; " I 
did not know ! " and then both were silent. 
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Between them — an embodiment of all that 
separated the present from the past — the girl he 
had married stirred slightly under the coverlet. 

" I want to speak to you/' he said at length ; 
'' let us go down ! " 

They passed together from the sick-chamber 
to the floor below ; and she, in viewing the luxury 
of his surroundings, remembered where and how 
she had seen him last. The dismal lodging in a 
street off the Strand ; her desperate supplication 
to him to keep his word, and marry her ; the 
cowardly farewell ; her own despair ; the recol- 
lections of the ensuing year when, alone in the 
mighty city, she had toiled till she could no 
longer see to stitch ; her illness among strangers ; 
the news that her mother was dead ; the unpaid 
bill ; the insults and the want — all found expres- 
sion in one curt phrase : 

*' What have you to say ? *' 

Looking at her, he too was thinking of that 
last interview, and, despite his agitation, marvelled 
at the change. 

'* Hester, will you ever forgive me ? You don't 
know how my action was forced on me against 
my will. Believe me, I was penniless, dependent 
on my father from the beginning. To have done 
what — what I had promised you to do would 
have meant beggary and starvation for us both ! " 

" So you left me to starve alone ! " 
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" I sought you incessantly, but it was all use- 
less. From the moment my position changed, 
and I became my own master, it was the dearest 
wish of my heart to make you such reparation as 
was possible. You had gone — disappeared ; I 
could not trace you." 

" Reparation ! " she echoed. "What reparation ? 
Was it to make me your wife you sought me — 
was it to keep your oath ? You know that it 
was not ; you know, as I know now, that from 
the first, you were as false in heart as the name 
you bore. You were a coward then ; you are a 
coward now — for your emotion's fear, and not 
repentance. What is to prevent me going to that 
child you have married, and telling her every- 
thing, before I leave your house ? Why should I 
hesitate ? For any compassion you have shown 
to me — for any sentiment towards Aer ? She is 
too young to have learned the world's lesson yet 
— do you think she would turn to you for con- 
solation ? When you were tired of me, you 
treated me as if I were without heart, or soul, 
or conscience. If your valuation was correct, I 
shall go to your wife, and make her hate you." 

'* Hester, have mercy ; I love her ! " 

The words broke from him with a groan, and 
she pitied him. 

'*Ah, don't fear, I am not so vile as that. 
Try to keep her faith in you intact ; don't kill it 
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as you killed mine — it is all I beg of you. 
Good-bye ! ** 
"If money — 



1 1 money " 



Money ! " The momentary softness faded 
from her voice, and she faced him with her eyes 
ablaze. " I would not touch your money if I 
were without food again, if I were dying as 
you abandoned me to die ; I once asked you for 
justice, but never for that I I am going to marry 
Christian Arbroath ; save your money to buy toys 
for your son ! " 

** Dr. Arbroath is going to marry you ? " 

She shivered under the amazement of his 
glance, the incredulity of his tone. It was the 
supreme moment of her life ; it was as though the 
scorn of the whole universe had been hurled at 
her by him who was its cause. *' Dr. Arbroath 
is going to marry you } " In advance she heard 
the whispers with which the tidings would be 
received, the sneers that would be levelled at the 
man who had braved Society's opinions, if once 
her history were known. She saw his helpless 
shame, and heard the laughter of the world 
echoing in his ears. She saw herself as the 
world would see her, and him disgraced by the 
very love she bore him. 

" Hester, is it true "i " There was astonishment 
and relief in the question. 

" No ; " and in the answer each word came 
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slowly with a wrench, like one that ends a 
cherished hope : " It is a lie ; I shall never be 
Christian Arbroath's wife ! " 

Before me, as I write, is the letter in which she 
confessed her past, and bade me farewell for ever. 
Other tears have blotted it than those which fell 
in the hour that saw it penned. 

Before me, too, is the form which crowned my 
search, she to whom I pleaded ; the " other half '* 
whom God permitted me to join — Hester, my 
wife. 

Sometimes, more rarely now as years roll on, a 
shadow, like a passing cloud rendering the sun- 
light brighter, dims the gladness of her gaze ; and 
then I know she reproaches herself with days 
gone by, and the faithful heart mourns the career 
they said she ruined. 

Ruined ! Come closer to me, dearest ; put your 
arms about my neck ; let me look into your eyes ! 
Ruined, do they say ! So may my " ruin " cling 
to me through life ; so may I, in the life beyond, 
where, judged at the foot of Love, all halves shall 
meet in the Eternal Unity, have thee beside me, 
purifying amidst purity — in spirit hold thee, 
endless throughout all time ! 



The Girl at Lake Lincoln. 



A YOUNG Englishman was sitting in the hall of 
the Palmer House, Chicago, gnawing his mous- 
tache. He was a journalist, and a week ago no 
less a personage than the editor of the Chanticleer 
had offered to consider a series of articles from 
his pen if he could hit on a new idea. He had 
been cudgelling his brains ever since. " A new 
idea ? " He must certainly find it — a new idea ! 

The hot hall was full, as usual, with the hotel 
visitors and those who, like Charlie Bartlett, 
were merely availing themselves of a free lounge. 
All the red velvet chairs were occupied, and the 
big black-and-white squares of the marble floor, 
dotted with vase-shaped, scarlet spittoons, rang 
with the footsteps of the people streaming to and 
fro between the doors. He watched the crowd 
musingly. He contemplated a pretty woman 
coming down the staircase, and the youth at the 
cable-counter, and the boy behind the bookstall. 
None of these objects of his scrutiny assisted his 



The Girl at Lake Lincoln. 137 

meditations, though the pretty woman was less 
unprofitable than the rest. Then he wiped the 
perspiration from his face, and bought a news- 
paper. 

Scanning the sheets, he saw an advertisement 
that suggested possibilities, and he read it through 
again. It ran thus : — 

INTEMPERANCE.— Refined Home for a limited number 
^ of patients of both sexes suffering from stimulants, chloral, 
or the morphia-habit Judicious supervision. Luxury and 
recreations. Highest references. — For prospectus and par- 
ticulars, Dr. Ferguson, The Retreat, Lake Lincoln. 

The life in such a place ought to furnish very 
good "copy" indeed. The "patients of both 
sexes " should make a peculiarly interesting study. 

" I think," said Charlie Bartlett to himself, " I 
think I may cry * Eureka.' The thing hasn't been 
done, and TU drop a line to the worthy doctor 
this afternoon." 

He wrote as "a victim to alcohol." He said 
that he wished to place himself under a firm, 
restraining influence. Fearing, however, that if 
he were at all bored, his recovery might be re- 
tarded, he would be glad to hear how many 
ladies and gentlemen were at present residing 
under Dr. Ferguson's roof. 

The reply, which came by return of post, was 
satisfactory. The terms were very little higher 
than he had expected them to be, and the estab- 
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lishment contained twenty patients, of whom eight 
were ladies. Should he decide to avail himself 
of the care and attention offered, Dr. Ferguson 
would be pleased to learn when his arrival might 
be looked for. It was a plain, straightforward 
letter, and Charlie answered it immediately, 
announcing that he would present himself at 
"The Retreat" on the next day but one. He 
was now in quite a complacent frame of mind, 
and he felt that the editor of the Chanticleer 
would be very agreeably surprised by-and-by. 

Lake Lincoln was a little over an hour's run 
from the city, and when the train deposited 
Bartlett at the platform, he found that " The 
Retreat" was well known. A porter pointed 
it out to him across a clump of trees. The 
investigator arranged that his portmanteau should 
be brought across without delay, and made his 
way to the house, whistling. 

Dr. Ferguson welcomied him cordially. 

"I am happy to see you, Mr. Bartlett," he 
said ; " I guess you will not regret your step, sir. 
I guess, if you are in earnest, sir, we shall soon 
have overcome the propensity complained of." 

" You are very good," responded Charlie, with 
something like a blush ; " I hope you are right. I 
shall do my best to assist you, I promise.'' 

Certain interrogatories followed, for which he 
was partially prepared. Among other things, he 
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was asked how long he had been a victim to the 
habit, and, remembering that his appearance did 
not resemble a confirmed drunkard's, he was 
careful to say that it was only for a short time. 
He passed the examination, he told himself after- 
wards, with honours. And then the doctor rang 
for the coloured servant to show him to the bed- 
room allotted to him, and warned him that he must 
not feel offended at his ** baggage " being examined 
when it was delivered, in order that it might be 
seen whether any spirits were secreted in it. 

"It's like the Customs," he said, "that's all. 
One of our necessary ' customs ! ' *' 

He made the same joke to everybody in the 
first interview. Some patients laughed, and some 
smiled wryly. Charlie laughed, and the doctor 
was pretty sure that nothing was being smuggled 
this time. 

" I am allowed to smoke, I suppose ?" 

"Why, cert'nly," said Dr. Ferguson. "You 
are at liberty to do whatever you choose here, 
sir — all but the one thing, and don't you forget 
it. We take supper at six, Mr. Bartlett, and 
afterwards it is pleasant, summer evenings, in 
the grounds." 

Charlie went up to his room, and made himself 
comfortable on the couch with a pipe and a novel. 
Presently a gong sounded, and he descended 
with curiosity. 
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It might have been a " spa " hotel, he decided, 
as he seated himself at the table, and the 
suggestion grew stronger as the meal proceeded. 
Everybody here appeared to find the same 
delight in dwelling on his symptoms. A man 
next him, sipping ApoUinaris, turned and re- 
marked, " No craving to-day — this is the third 
day without any craving, sir. Wonderful ! " A 
woman opposite groaned audibly, and shook her 
head at her neighbour with a world of signifi- 
cance. " Low," she said, in a whisper, " mighty 
low ! How are yoUy dear ? " This patient, he 
subsequently learnt, was suffering from the de- 
privation of her chloral. 

Gazing about him, his view was met by a girl 
who could scarcely have been more than five 
and twenty years of age. Her pale face was 
extremely interesting, and her beauty, in con- 
junction with her youth and the situation, made 
her a pathetic figure to behold. He wondered 
for what particular vice she was being treated, 
and if she would be cured. He hoped he would 
be introduced to her later. 

The hope was fulfilled. They were made 
known to each other by Dr. Ferguson in the 
garden — "Mr. Bartlett, Miss Vancouver.'* She 
smiled graciously. 

" How do you do ? " she said. " I suppose 
youVe already wishing you hadn't come ? " 
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He refrained from the cheap compliment, and 
merely answered that it was not so. 

" Why should I be ? '* he asked. 

" The beginning is so bad for most of us," she 
said. "/ cried the whole of the first night. 
But I am getting better now, am I not, doctor ? '* 

" You are being a very good girl," averred the 
physician. '*We shall send you back to your 
friends, one of these fine days.'* 

The lady who had groaned at dinner came up 
to him with some complaint, and Bartlett and 
Miss Vancouver moved away together. 

" May I," murmured Charlie, " if it isn't 
indiscreet But perhaps I oughn't to ask." 

" What am I here for, do you mean ? " she 
said, turning her big eyes on him frankly. " Oh, 
my trouble is morphia — Vm a morphomaniac ; 
what's yours ? " 

''Er— drink," he said bashfully. ^* But I'm 
not a very bad case, you know ; I've put myself 
under restraint early." 

"Oh!" she said. She laid her hand on his 
arm as if by a sudden impulse. " Don't you 
crave } " she whispered. " Aren't you burning 
to be at it ? Tell me all." 

*' I should enjoy a little whisky, certainly," he 
admitted. ** And how about yourself ? You are 
getting over the — er — weakness, you say ? " 

•' I satdf*' she replied, with a shrug ; " that was 
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to him. Don't you believe it! I'm hopeless, 
that's what / am; nothing will ever cure me. 
He thinks I am getting on, and I'm quiet, and 
I deceive him ; but when I'm out " 

" You will do it again ? " 

*' Oh," she gasped, " I'd love it ! I'd love it this 
minute — now. Haven't you ever tried it ? It's 
beautiful! Don't let us talk about it. Talk 
about something else, quick ! Tell me the 
fascination of whisky ; I can't understand that." 

So he explained to her, as well as he could, 
being a temperate young man, the fascination of 
getting intoxicated on whisky, and she listened 
with avidity. Then their conversation drifted 
into pleasanter channels, and he discovered that, 
her passion apart, she was a singularly bright and 
intellectual companion. They spoke of Howells' 
books, of the latest play at Hooley's Theatre — 
which she had seen, only having been in " The 
Retreat " a month. They discussed a variety of 
topics, from literature to lawn tennis, and said 
" Good night " at last, with the arrangement that 
they should make up a match on the following 
afternoon, a couple of decent courts being among 
the doctor's " recreations." 

In one way and another, Bartlett found himself 
in Miss Vancouver's society a great deal during 
the next few days. Primarily, he thought it was 
because she was able to supply him with so much 
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material for the "series" — she was acquainted 
with the details of every inmate's case — but by 
degrees he was forced to own that it was because 
he liked her. Strange as it may sound — as it did 
sound to Bartlett — she attracted him, no longer 
as good " copy," but as a girl. 

After their earliest parley, she had seldom 
mentioned her temptations, nor did she often 
question him now about his own, and, when 
these subjects were tabooed, he frequently forgot 
that she was a morphomaniac altogether, and 
chatted with her as gaily as if they were both 
visitors at the Palmer House or the Auditorium. 
It was only as his interest in her deepened that 
the painful fact constantly oppressed him, and 
then he came to the conclusion that she was 
occupying his thoughts much more than was 
desirable, and he determined to bring his in- 
vestigations to a close. 

He told her one morning that his stay was 
terminating. 

" I have been here three weeks, and I have not 
tasted a drop of whisky the whole time," he said. 
" If I can do without it for three weeks, I can do 
without it always. Miss Vancouver, I am cured." 

She gazed at him sadly. 

'* I hope so," she said ; " but I never yet heard 
of so quick a cure. Have you spoken to the 
doctor ? " 
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** I intend to do so," replied Charlie. ^' Any- 
how, I have not been placed here — I can leave 
whenever I like.*' 

They were in the garden as usual ; Miss 
Vancouver was lying in a hammock. She had 
a white dress on, and her hair was ruffled by the 
cushion and the breeze. He thought he had 
never seen her look so charming, so subversive 
to his common sense. Her dark eyes were 
regretful, almost tender. 

" Sharit I go ? " he said. 

"How — how can I advise?" said Miss 
Vancouver. " You must do what you think 
best." 

" It is best that I should go," he declared. 

He stood frowning at the grass, and, more than 
ever, he knew that it was true. He was in 
love with her. Revolting fact ! Nothing more 
hideous could well have happened to him. In 
love with this girl ! Yes, indeed, the sooner he 
went, the better for his peace of mind. 

** Do you know that you have never told me 
your name ? " he said huskily. " I should like 
to know your Christian name." 

'* Its Frankie." 

** ' Frankie Vancouver ' — it's curious ; somehow, 
it suits you. I shall go this afternoon, Miss 

Frankie Vancouver. Will you say good-bye to 

me now ?*^ 
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Was it imagination, or did her lips tremble ? 
was the white face whiter at his words ? She 
put out her hand, and he took it, and held it for 
an instant tightly. 

" Good-bye," she murmured. 

" Good-bye," repeated Charlie Bartlett. 

Neither spoke advice to the other, though each 
meant it. He knew, as he turned away across 
the lawn, that she understood he was fond of 
her, and she, as she lay watching his receding 
figure, knew that she cared for him. He thanked 
the doctor for all his kindness, and announced 
his intention of departing forthwith. But he did 
not see Miss Vancouver again ; she was unwell 
at luncheon, and kept her room. 

And, of course, it was one of those things that 
he ought to have ridiculed, and sneered at, and 
forgotten. Only he could not. It remained a 
horrible consciousness with him that the girl he 
loved was shut up in an establishment at Lake 
Lincoln for treatment for the morphia vice, 
and he used to have bad dreams, haunted by a 
frightful form that was Frankie and yet not 
Frahkie — dreams from which he woke in a cold 
sweat. 

Sometimes the picture of what she might 
become forced itself between him and his work, 
and the face of Frankie ten years hence glared 
up at him from the manuscript Then he 
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shuddered and left his desk, and the article 
did not progress very rapidly the rest of that 
day. 

He found it so difficult to concentrate his 
attention on what he was doing that it was a 
fortnight before No. i of the series was finished. 
After that, however, he fell into the swing of the 
thing, and went on apace. He had decided to 
submit the six papers — he meant to have six — 
all at once, and, when they were done, he rubbed 
his hands. They represented an editorial com- 
pliment and a very substantial cheque, he calcu- 
lated. He was more cheerful than he had been 
since he quitted " The Retreat." 

He was staying in a boarding-house in Indiana 
Street, and he was inclined to be careless in his 
habits. What was his dismay the following morn- 
ing, on unfolding his copy of the Chanticleer^ to 
see that he had been forestalled. He stamped 
and he swore. There it was, with terrific head- 
lines, and a "leader" calling attention to it besides 
— " The Liquor and The Ladies ! Life in a 
Dipsomaniac Home. By our Special Commis- 
sioner. To be continued Day-by-Day. Dainty 
Dames Demand Drink Desperately ! Startling 
Stories of Some Sinners in Society." 

Startling indeed ! Why, what was this } Ah, it 
explained the strange "coincidence*' — the matter 
was almost identical with his own ! " Curse it ! " 
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groaned Bardett, recovering from his stupefaction ; 
"somebody has got at my stuff; some leaping 
Yankee bounder has been prying about my room 
when Fve been out ! If I can find out who he 
is, ril murder the thief!" 

He caught up his hat and cane, and jumped 
on to the first cable-car that passed him. The 
editor of the Chanticleer was in, and, as it hap- 
pened, accessible. 

" I want to know who's doing your ' Dipso- 
maniac Home ' series ? " began Charlie. " I 
suppose it isn't a secret. Who is he ? " 

" Well," said the editor, " I guess it ain't your 
affair, but I don't mind telling you. The stuff 
was sent in by an * outsider,' and I thought it a 
good idea. What do you ask for, anyhow } " 

"What do I ask for?" echoed Charlie, ex- 
citedly ; '* look here — and here — and here ! " 
He showered his manuscripts on the table as 
he spoke. " You told me to do you some articles 
on a new subject. I found the subject ; I did 
the articles; and now this infernal outsider of 
yours has robbed me of my matter. I leave my 
desk open, and he has been at it." 

The editor observed, parenthetically, that it 
was " smart business." 

"Is it.>" said Charlie. "There will be a 
deal smarter business when I get hold of him, 
I can tell you! I have suflfered enough over 
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these investigations already, without having my 
information stolen from me at the end/' 

"Well," remarked the other, "all that don't 
concern mer He whistled through a tube, and 
presently announced that the "outsider" was 
Mr. George R. Wibrow, and the address given 
was a street on the North Side. Charlie drew a 
long breath and departed. 

It was an awkward road to find, but he got to 
it at last. A German maidservant replied to 
his ring, and he inquired if Mr. Wibrow lived 
there, or if he only called for letters. As he 
was ushered into the parlour, he concluded 
that the gentleman did live there, though the 
maidservant's English was not the most in- 
telligible. 

He stood on the hearth-rug, put his hat on the 
table, and felt the suppleness of the cane. Then 
the door opened, and admitted Miss Frankie 
Vancouver ! 

Both started violently ; both uttered the same 
monosyllable at the same moment — 

''You?'' 

" But — but, how " gasped Charlie. 

" ' George R. Wibrow ' is my pen-name," she 
explained, " I am a journalist. That is why I 
was at 'The Retreat.' I only shammed the 
morphia — I had to be something terrible, or I 
couldn't have got in." She contemplated him 
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gravely. " I hope you are keeping sober ? " she 
added. 

" Sober ! " he cried ; " why, Heavens above ! 
/ am a journalist; / shammed the whisky ; I 
too have written a series of papers, and that's 

the reason Oh, my dear, dear girl ! to think 

you are a colleague, and not a morphomaniac at 
all ! I expected to find a man, and had come to 
thrash him. Will you let me shake your dear 
little hand again, instead ? " 

And she did let him, and he kept on shaking 
it; and then, somehow or other, his arm was 
round her waist, and she was crying on his 
shoulder, and — and the rest was banal. 



The Girl with the Greek Face. 

I. 

Few social duties demand more patience and 
effrontery than the examination of your host's 
album in the presence of its owner. Indeed, as 
a general rule, I hold it safest to maintain a 
respectful silence until the first six pages have 
been leisurely dismissed, for experience teaches us 
it is at the commencement of these appalling books 
that the collector will be found to have assembled 
en masse the portraits of his relatives and loves. 

But Arthur Deane was my best friend. And, 
then, a bachelor at least confronts you with fewer 
pitfalls than the Benedict. It is the connections 
by marriage which are most dangerous ; the un- 
recognized sisters-in-law over whom you trip ; the 
newly acquired maiden aunt, who lures you into 
candour and confusion. When Jonathan is single 
surely David may deem himself secure, premising 
only, as a preparatory safeguard, that he has a 
bowing acquaintance with the house of Saul ? 
Besides, I was so anxious to learn who she was ! 
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I asked him. 

The entire narrative springs from my inquiry. 

Judging by the photograph she might have 
been five and twenty years of age. The lips 
were delicate to sensitiveness ; the chin, contra- 
dicting the mouth, betokened more than feminine 
strength of will ; a profound melancholy could be 
read within the eyes. Involuntarily you cried, 
** What a perfect face ! " at the second glance you 
said, " But not a happy woman." 

In addition to its expression, the charm of the 
countenance was a peculiar one; an attraction 
which, baffling definition from the uneducated 
spectator, would still have riveted his interest by 
its singularity. Its characteristics were intensely 
Greek. No artifices of the toilet had been 
employed to heighten the effect; she might 
even have been unconscious of it ; for, as every 
figure-painter becomes insensibly something of a 
physiognomist, I felt that amongst this girl's 
failings vanity had no place ; it was too small. 

To convey, however, the sensation produced 
upon me by the discovery of the likeness, it is 
necessary to make a momentary retrogression of 
eighteen months, and explain the circumstances 
under which I had encountered the original. 

Imagine the interior of a pawnbroker's shop ! 
If you cannot imagine it, so much the better for 
you ; and if, being cognizant of my profession, 
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you find it disgusting that I should ever have 
been reduced to the strait of pledging my watch 
in order to subsist in this mighty nation, which 
Carlyle described as ** thirty- eight millions — 
mostly fools ! " let me remind you that an artist 
is dependent on the wise men. Only a fortnight 
since, my paper on Art students came back, 
'declined with thanks,' and the following week 
the contents bill of the periodical to which it had 
been submitted was, " Do Carroty Men make 
Good Husbands?'* 'Mostly fools,' and that 
editor caters for the majority. 

Behold me, then, on an afternoon in March, 
1882, nervously twirling my moustaches in one 
of these d6p6ts of impecuniosity, not, as the 
journalists say, a hundred miles distant from 
Leicester Square, when the door is pushed 
quietly back by a female hand, and a customer 
enters who requires fifteen shillings on a locket 
and chain ! 

I need a brush to paint the creature, not a pen ! 
I saw a goddess, with the tips of her fingers pro- 
truding through a pair of mended gloves — a 
Venus in a shabby bodice and a shapeless skirt ! 

I abandoned myself to admiration. With my 
ticket lying unheeded on the counter, I simply 
sought some shallow pretext for remaining near 
her. At length, after hearing her pronounce the 
name, real or assumed, of Miss Alma West, I 
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withdrew, fearful of offending her by my scrutiny, 
and waited in the street till she came out. 

Here, incensed at my own stupidity, I missed 
her in the crowd ; and then, on the principle of 
Hogarth, who used to divide his thumb-nail by 
pencil-lines into four spaces, and transfer to it the 
four visages that in his walks abroad impressed 
him most, I, on reaching my lodging had attempted, 
a dozen sketches from memory of those features 
which, despite my subsequent attachment to the 
neighbourhood where I met her, I had never 
been so fortunate as to view, or to have recalled 
to me again, until this present occasion — datum, 
the nineteenth day of August, 1883 — when, at 
Lauriston Vicarage, with his album held out to- 
wards him, in surprise, I exclaimed : 

" Good heavens, Arthur ! Who is this ? " and 
pointed to my incognita's vignette. 

'* Which ? " rejoined the Rev. Arthur Deane in 
a tone of abstraction from the window, absorbed 
in the restoration of an imprisoned butterfly 
to the flower-beds beyond ; " whom do you 
mean ? " 

**Whom — which! The girl with the Greek 
face, to be sure ! " 

I had his attention now ; he started as if he 
had been shot; paused, recovered himself, and 
then responded with a counter-question, and a 
curious one : 
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*' Where does she live ? " he cried. 

'< < Where/ my dear fellow ! How should I 
know ? I ask you who she is ; I never spoke 
to her in my life ! " 

*' I fancied you might tell me/* he said pain- 
fully ; *' she is some one I You were away 

during that summer. Antwerp, was it not ? Yes, 
of course ; you were in Antwerp/' 

The man's struggle for composure was evident ; 
he had grown as pale as death. 

" I beg your pardon," I remarked hastily ; " I 
did not mean to force a confidence — I had no 
idea— " 

" That's it ! " he interrupted with excitement. 

" You never thought — nobody thinks Over 

and over again since your return I have intended 
to tell you. I will tell you, only I must be calm ; 
I will write it all by-and-by 1 " 

" One moment, Arthur," I replied, by this time 
almost as disturbed as he ; " the trap is at the 
gate, I shall just manage to catch my train to 
town. Write me what you please, withhold what 
you please, but before I go, here and now, who 
is she — what is she ? Answer me that." 

If I had inwardly wronged him by the vaguest 
doubt, I was the more unprepared for his reply ; 
it came in two words : 

" My wife ! " 
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II. 

[Communicated by the Rev. Arthur Deane^ 

The communication I am about to make to 
you, my dear friend, is at once a humiliation and 
a relief. A relief, because I have longed for your 
consolation and advice, although I have lacked 
the courage to avow my trouble ; a humiliation, 
since I must say to you : the man you esteem is 
unworthy your respect ; the history of the pastor 
of Lauriston, a secret of which no one in his 
parish dreams. 

I have owned to you I am married; it is a 
truth that has for three years been locked in my 
own breast — a fact unknown to all. Concealment 
is the extent of my transgression, but such a 
concealment ! It makes my life a lie. 

From my youth my inclinations pointed strongly 
towards the Church; on the other hand, my parents 
would have preferred me to study for the Bar. I 
have always entertained for my parents the most 
sincere affection, and would have gratified their 
wishes in this particular, even at the expense of 
my most precious hopes, but that my predilection 
for Orders was so marked, they decided opposi- 
tion would be misplaced, and tenderly accorded 
their sanction to my plan. 

I quitted college at the age of twenty-four, and 
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after a short delay was fortunate in being appointed 
to a curacy in the East End. Here began those 
practical labours I so ardently desired. I em- 
braced with delight the manifold opportunities 
for occupation which abound nowhere so plenti- 
fully as in a poverty-ridden district such as this. 
My anticipations were fulfilled at last. At the 
end of five years, having gained the attention of 
my bishop by my sermons, I had the gratification 
of being installed as incumbent of a densely 
populated parish. 

I received from Carlsbad, whither my father 
had at this period been ordered by his physician 
for a course of waters, a letter containing his 
warmest congratulations, and a postscript brim- 
ming with maternal pride. I was overjoyed. 

During the ensuing summer, however, my health 
gave way under the constant strain to which, de- 
spite all warnings, I had foolishly subjected it, and 
which now compelled a temporary cessation from 
work, I thought of joining my parents on the 
Continent, but their movements were uncertain, 
and the journey was too long ; of surprising you 
in Antwerp, but abandoned this second project 
for similar reasons. I determined in favour of the 
English coast, ultimately deciding upon Worthing. 

One of the keenest pleasures of the seaside 
comes to you on the first morning, when you 
wake to hear the rolling of the waves. You 
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gaze from the window already invigorated ; you 
descend to breakfast remembering it is a privilege 
to breathe. 

I had not been long in these apartments when 
I discovered, by means of a conversation carried 
on outside my sitting-room door, that I was not 
the only invalid established there. Conversation, 
perhaps, is scarcely the term. I should rather 
say a monologue, for it was my landlady who 
uttered all the remarks that reached my ears. 

I gathered from her observations, which were 
pitched in a somewhat higher key than good 
breeding deems essential, that a mother and 
daughter lodged above me on the third floor, 
and the elder woman, being unwell, had sent a 
petition for some tiny delicacy, which Mrs. 
Watson, on the grounds of an outstanding bill, 
was refusing to accord. 

Could this hard voice I now heard belong to 
the person who presently smirked into my parlour, 
and hoped I should find with her all the comforts 
of a home ? Oh, the power of prosperity ! 

In answer to my interrogatories she informed 
me that Mrs. and Miss West had been staying 
there a fortnight. She understood (her little 
ringlets shaking with humility) that they were 
from London, and extremely poor. What other 
particulars she might have afforded me I know not, 
for I did not seek to pry into their private affairs. 
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but to assist without wounding them, and I nipped 
her discourse in the bud. As a consequence of 
my mediation, the jelly was bought and conveyed 
to the sufferer, ostensibly by Mrs. Watson. 

Thus my intervention continued to procure for 
her much which she had otherwise been denied, 
the increased stipend accruing from my rectorate 
permitting my more frequent indulgence in 
luxuries like this. Nevertheless, until the sixth 
day I had not so much as seen either of the ladies 
whom I served. 

It was then that the imposition was detected, 
and I was honoured with a visit from the miser- 
able girl who eventually became my wife. 

I cannot describe to you, my friend, how beau- 
tiful she was, with a beauty one is accustomed 
to admire more often on the canvas than in the 
flesh, or how embarrassed I felt beneath this 
dignity of grief. My action no longer presented 
itself in the light of an ordinary civility, but as 
an insult I was unable to defend. She thanked 
me with tears in her eyes for the kindness I was 
showing to her sick mother, yet making it clear 
that it was a charity they must cease thenceforward 
to accept. I could only bow and acquiesce. 

My condition, which had previously given 
promise of improvement, now suffered some slight 
relapse ; exercise became a terrible fatigue, and 
the local practitioner in attendance upon the 
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patient upstairs, while assuring me there was 
no occasion for alarm, averred that my renewed 
weakness was the result of premature exertion, 
and insisted upon my absolute rest. I was con- 
fined to the house. 

During this melancholy imprisonment, I re- 
ceived every evening a bunch of wild- flowers 
with Mrs. West's compliments. It was a grace- 
ful recognition, but as Mrs. West herself rarely 
issued from her room, I easily divined they 
were plucked by the daughter, who, at Dr. Cree's 
advice, habitually went out towards sunset for an 
hour's stroll. I grew to watch for these flowers ; 
their arrival was a break in my solitude ; it 
seemed less dismal when they came. On 
Tuesday the wonted knock was waited for in 
vain ; I speedily knew why : Miss West had 
departed that afternoon for town. She returned 
extremely late the same night, and on Wed- 
nesday Mrs. Watson approached me with the 
stereotyped message of inquiry, and bearing the 
diurnal bouquet. 

At the end of the week I was rapidly becoming 
convalescent, and I had an opportunity, on enter- 
ing the crescent, after a short excursion, of more 
directly conveying my thanks for this mark of 
their solicitude. Miss West in a jacket and hat 
was on the steps. 

** We should have been very ungrateful else," 
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she said in response, " and we were neither 
of us that, though I was afraid you thought so." 

*' No, indeed," I answered lamely ; " I only 
thought I had taken an unwarrantable liberty you 
would never forgive." 

We stood looking down the crescent at the 
sea, in the silence that will occur between people 
newly introduced, even when they are intelligent 
enough to perceive its absurdity. 

" You are an indefatigable nurse, Miss West ; 
you must enjoy your brief recreation ? " 

" If I were less anxious about my mother,'* she 
replied, " I should like it more ; I feel very selfish 
in leaving her." 

" I trust she is recovering ? " 

" I hardly know ; but she will have it that I 
require fresh air, and I cannot shake her belief in 
the necessity. Good-bye ; I am glad to see you 
so much better ! " 

This exchange of conventionalities, vapid as it 
appears when transcribed in black and white, 
exhilarated me to a surprising extent ; I retired 
to my room in higher spirits than I had been in 
for months. 

It would be but dreary reading, I fear, were 
I to record the successive stages by which the 
acquaintanceship progressed ; how from these 
casual rencontres, gradually protracted, I became, 
by-and-by, the companion of her walks. 
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It is enough to say that this hour was the oasis 
in the desert of my monotony ; that, excepting my 
landlady, she was the only human being with 
whom I had the chance to talk. Not the faintest 
bashfulness of manner marred the frankness of her 
speech ; for any coquetry or hesitation she evinced 
I might have been conversing with a man. Ye^t 
I caught myself continually recalling the latest 
interview, impatiently speculating about the next. 

So my existence here gained an interest. The 
arrangement of my furniture ceased to oppress 
me by its precision ; the waxwork fruit and the 
china-shepherdesses no longer struck me as 
grotesque. I now looked chiefly at the clock. 

Not, however, till she announced to me her 
projected absence for a few days did I realize 
how great that interest was. Business called her 
mother to London, and it was impossible that 
she could travel alone ; indeed, in her feeble state, 
the undertaking was fraught with considerable 
danger. I dreaded the result. 

*' I shall miss you very much, Miss West," I 
said. 

" And I am sorry to go ; besides, the expense 
is an inconvenience too ! *' she rejoined simply. 
She never disguised their position, even while 
she repudiated help. " l3o you know, Mr. 
Deane, that until we came here I had never seen 
the sea, and now it seems such a bewildering, 

M 
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wonderful thing to me, who view it for the first 
time. I dare say it sounds odd to own I have 
never built castles on the sands, and bought toy- 
buckets like everybody else, but all my years 
have been passed in Town, and my childhood 
was curiously unlike most. There is a sense 
of satisfaction in the knowledge that nearly all 
our luggage will be left behind to-morrow, and 
we should be sure to come back to fetch it, even 
if we did not return to stay ; those trunks are a 
sort of connecting-link between the yellow beach 
and the 'two-pair-back' in a dirty little road 
where the milk-cans hang on the area-railings 
*from noon to dewy eve,' and our neighbours 
repair their broken window-panes with brown- 
paper plaisters." 

She had never till then referred, ever so 
vaguely, to anything beyond the immediate 
present, and I was flattered by these allusions 
to her mode of life, the one topic which must 
always be the sweetest to a man in converse with 
the woman he loves. Yes, loves ; I knew it as 
I stood beside her on the deserted pierhead in 
the twilight — knew this woman was to me what 
none had ever been before, what none other could 
be on God's earth again. 

" I told you I should miss you," I repeated ; 
" I cannot say how much ! To-morrow night I 
shall be here alone, thinking of you, trying to 
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picture you amongst surroundings where I have 
never seen you, and yet trying, because in 
imagination it will take me nearer to you ! " 

The breeze blowing fresh across the Channel 
had brought a flush to the pale cheek ; her breast 
was heaving irregularly beneath her cape, with 
some repressed emotion her reminiscence had 
evoked. At my last words she started slightly, 
and I fancied she looked annoyed. 

*' I have not offended you ? Tell me I am not 
quite indifferent to you — at least that I haven't 
presumed ! It is only now that I understand 
what your society has been to me. Miss West — 
Alma, its loss would be more than I could bear ! " 

" You mean that you are in love with me/' she 
said inquiringly, turning her eyes to mine, " and 
you have known me a month ? How strange ! 
Do men fall in love like that ? Well, my friend — 
for you have been a very true friend to me — if I 
cared for you in the way you would have, or if 
I hated you, I might give you another answer ; 
I do neither, and I will be candid ! You admire 
me — it will do you no harm; you will be with 
me while I am here, you will talk to me, and you 
will continue to admire. Presently you will go 
away ; in two or three months you will have 
forgotten I exist, and to console you whilst you 
still remember, be assured that of all the women 
in the world, you were about to propose to the 
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one who would have made you the worst 
wife." 

Suddenly she came towards me. Her self- 
possession appeared to have deserted her; she 
was transfigured. 

*' Kiss me," she cried ; " kiss me. You are 
fond of me — it will please you, and I shall feel 
less bad." 

I took her in my arms. I covered with kisses 
her mouth, her brow, her hair, she yielding her- 
self passively to my embrace. 

*' Now let us go in/' she said ; " it begins to 
get cold." 

Five days passed without bringing me tidings 
of the absentees. On the sixth, Mrs. Watson and 
I each received a hasty note from Alma, to the 
effect that Mrs. West was utterly prostrated, and 
it was still difficult to conjecture how soon they 
would be able to start. 

They had been gone almost a fortnight when 
Selina, the maid-of-all-work, in opening the door 
to me, informed me that Miss West had just 
arrived. 

"And Mrs. West?" I said. 

There was no need to ask. I knew it directly 
the question was framed; Alma, attired in the 
deepest mourning, her eyelids red with weeping, 
stood before me in the narrow passage. Her 
mother was dead. 
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"Please don't speak of it/' she whispered 
piteously ; " please don't ! I can't bear that yet." 

For forty-eight hours she kept her room, and 
when I saw her again, she had come to say good- 
bye. The thought of parting from her, perhaps 
for ever, was physical pain. A great knot 
gathered in my throat. I was ashamed of my 
own emotion; it seemed childish to show her 
that I suffered so. I implored her to remain. 
I entreated her to become my wife. 

It was then this girl made me the following 
remarkable reply : 

" Homeless, penniless, defenceless," she said ; 
" don't tempt me ! " 

" If it is a temptation, why do you resist it ? " 

She looked at me wistfully. 

" There might be so many reasons, might there 
not ? " she murmured. " Well, I will give you 
one — ^because I do not love you ! " 

" You do not love me ! " I said ; '* and 
yet " 

*' And yet I asked you to kiss me, you mean ! 
My friend, that was impulse, not passion; you 
looked so miserable, and I felt so guilty in com- 
parison. No, do not misunderstand me ; don't 
judge me too harshly. You need not blush for 
the recollection ; since I lost my father you are 
the only man whose lips have ever touched my 
face. There, very few girls could have told you 
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so much as that ; but still I am not worthy, and 
you would regret." 

" Think ! " I exclaimed—" think what it is that 
awaits you. The misery, the poverty ! You have 
just painted that future in three words. Alma, 
consider." 

" You press me hard," she said. 

'* I offer you a home, rest, love ! " I continued 
passionately. " You say I shall regret ; you mis- 
judge yourself and me ! I have passed the period 
when a man, in the egotism of youth, pictures a 
feminine reproduction of his own character, and 
christens it his ideal. I do not expect to find a 
woman whose mind will be the mirror of my own, 
whose remarks will be the echoes of my opinions ; 
I don't want to find her! I want one whom I 
admire for her individuality, her beauty, and her 
purity; Alma, you are that woman, and I love 
you. Pity me, my darling, and say * yes ' ! " 

She had paused, her arm behind her, swaying 
upon the handle of the door. 

" Very well," she said mechanically ; " I 
consent ! " 

We were married. 

And it is here I discover how impotent, how 
weak my writing is. I have not at my command 
one single sentence towards portraying to you 
the tranquillity, the supreme contentment of this 
time. 
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I had been her husband a week when a letter 
reached me from my parents, saying they would 
be in England (D.V.) that very afternoon. They 
were as yet ignorant of my marriage, since I had 
desired to acquaint them with the fact by word 
of mouth, and I determined to wait upon them 
in Clapham immediately on their arrival, and go 
back to Worthing the following night. Alma, 
who had been restless and unlike herself since 
morning, was delighted. 

" Go," she said excitedly. '* Go ! Let us have 
no more concealment after to-day." 

I kissed her and departed, reaching The 
Myrtles at five o'clock, only to meet with a 
disappointment, for after I had waited three 
hours a telegram was delivered to the house- 
keeper, stating that the return had been un- 
avoidably postponed. 

I was in doubt whether I should remain in 
London, as I had intended, or take the next 
train back to Alma. While I sauntered, un- 
decided, along the Kennington Road, I was 
brought suddenly to a standstill by a startling 
sight. 

At a corner of the gaslit street, hurrying 
through the crowd, with a white, set face, I saw 
my wife. She passed without observing me, 
and I followed her covertly, oppressed by an in- 
definable fear. Presently she stopped before a 
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rambling, old-fashioned building, which she entered. 
A moment afterwards I, also, was inside. 

A narrow room, illuminated by two suspended 
lamps ; an attendance of perhaps thirty persons, 
from infants wailing in their mothers' arms to 
men and women already on the brink of the grave. 
All eyes turned expectantly towards a platform 
at the end, separated from the auditorium by a 
dingy crimson rope, and communicating by a 
door with some other room. I could not have 
told you what I dreaded, but I no longer seemed 
to breathe. There was a murmur of expectation ; 
the door slowly opened, and Alma confronted 
us all. 

I understand I was carried into the air un- 
conscious — I who had pulled stroke in the 'Varsity 
boat, for before she had spoken five minutes I 
had learnt three things : 

1. That she had been known to these people 
for the past six years ; 

2. That she was giving her farewell discourse ; 

3. That my wife was an Atheist lecturer. 
The cry I could not stifle attracted her attention ; 

the words died on her lips ; she gave a low moan, 
and I knew no more. When I sought her, she 
was gone. No line from her came to me, nor, 
despite my efforts, have I ever succeeded in 
tracing her, from that night down to the present 
time. If she yet pursues this awful calling, if she 
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has found the true Light, if she is dead — nothing 
is known to me ! This is my confession, avowed 
to you in full. Take it, the manuscript is yours ; 
should you choose to make it public, now or here- 
after, you have my sanction, for the silence has 
worn me out, and I can no longer distinguish 
between right and wrong. My secret is in your 
hands, my friend ; do with it what seems the 
best! 



III. 



[Leaves from the Diary of Alma West^ 

September ^rd^ 1884. 

It is the anniversary of my wedding-day. 
Shall I never be permitted to forget it.*^ Will 
that eternal self-reproach haunt me to the end ? 
How good he was — how true, although I did not 
care for him ! Yes, this book reminds me of it ; 
I cannot shirk the truth. I married him for the 
peace he offered, like the coward that I was, and 
believed I could bury my past in his home. 
What a wretch ! I deserved to be found out ! 
And now — now, if I could only lay my head 
on his shoulder, and say, ** Forgive me ; I am 
so ill, and I love y6u ! " I should be happy. 

Oh, am I going to die, alone like this ? I 
can't write ; I am crying. 
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September <^th. 

I have given up the needlework. I cannot see 
to stitch. The doctor will not come again ; I 
cannot pay him. 

Oh, my mother, my father, where are you ? 
Nobody is near me. Arthur, my darling, I am 
starving. Why are you not here ? 

September 6th. 
I shall write till I cannot guide a pen, for my 
last words will be left addressed to him. The 
thought has given me strength ; it is as if I were 
talking to him again. Does he remember me, 
who loved me so well then ? Shall I meet him 
when, where Oh, why was I born ! 

September 14th. 

I have been worse ; these lines are traced 
in bed. Not a human being has been to see me. 
I am in this garret by myself. I have pinned 
a paper to the wall, begging that my diary may 
be sent to Arthur. They will do it when they 
find my corpse. . . . 

I have been dreaming, and Arthur has been 
kissing me. . . . The room is so dark and cold. 
I suffer ; I am frightened. 

September \*]th. 
I can no longer drag myself across the floor. 
Arthur, come to me; I am dying. Where am 
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I going ? I am afraid to think ! Why are you 
not here to pray for me ? Arthur — husband, 
hold me back 1 Everything is slipping from me. 
Hold me back . • . pray for me, forgive me, pity 
me ! Oh, my God— my God 



With Intent to Defraud. 



He wished he were dead. It was not a " phrase," 
a verbal extravagance ; he wished it. The only 
time he was free from anxiety was when he was 
asleep. His days were filled with worries and 
disappointments, and the ceaseless effort to make 
civil words do the duty of money ; and it often 
occurred to George Collier, when he lay his head 
on the pillow, that if no to-morrow morning came 
to disturb him, it would be a very restful state of 
things. 

He was a literary man. When he married 
Eva Kingston he thought he had "arrived." He 
was nine and twenty, and had already won his 
spurs. His reviews were splendid ; he was called 
"powerful,'* " unconventional," " scholarly," " fine;" 
the press-cuttings his publishers sent him made 
his heart glow. But, unfortunately, the book did 
not sell, and he was unable to command any 
higher price for his next one. 

It seemed an anomalous condition of affairs. 
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His work commended itself to the most exacting 
critics, and yet did not please the public. Of 
course he hoped, and Eva was sympathetic, and 
he went on writing patiently. But by degrees 
he saw that his confidence had been premature ; 
and then he saw that his marriage had been 
premature ; and then a child was born, and he 
gave up his ideals, and sank to pot-boiling, and 
the pot-boiling did not make the pot boil very 
violently either. 

A baby added to his embarrassments a good 
deal. The long clothes seemed no sooner bought 
than it needed short clothes, and he had hardly 
recovered from the cost of these than it had 
grown out of them. The nurse appeared to lie 
awake all night thinking what she could ask 
for next, and she was a superior person, with 
imagination. 

To-day there were school fees to be paid, and 
Eva was no longer sympathetic, and their address 
was Pandora Road, Balham. The little house to the 
right was called " Fotheringay," and the one to 
the left rejoiced in the name of " St. Olaphs," and 
when they moved in, Collier, in a fit of morose- 
ness, had labelled their own abode "Box Cottage," 
and incurred the animosity of the street for ever. 

Yes, Eva's sympathy had worn out, like the 
cheap drawing-room carpet, that had been so 
pretty when it was new. Benighted Balham and 
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the tedium of Tooting had got on her nerves, 
perhaps, or George, the failure, was a different 
man from the brilliant novelist with whom she 
had pictured herself receiving the notabilities of 
art and literature at musical *' At Homes," where 
she would be attired in Liberty frocks. Anyhow, 
when he reflected that there had been a time when 
he wrote poetry about her, he turned hot. 

She was a pale, slight woman, with gray eyes 
and fluffy hair, and a red flannel dressing-gown 
in the morning. After lunch, when she made 
her toilette, the gray eyes acquired a depth and 
soulfulness which was due to black cosm^tique, 
and nobody would have suspected the tart and 
vulgar reproaches that could fall from her lips. 
Had she been what she looked, he sometimes 
thought, contemplating her wonderingly when 
an acquaintance was present, his courage would 
not have deserted him so soon. But, if he had 
confessed she weighed on him, the acquaintance 
would have considered him an unappreciative 
brute ; she looked too wistful, and delicate, and 
fragile, to weigh on any one. 

He was forty years of age, and soberly and 
deliberately he wished he were dead. Only one 
thing deterred him from making away with him- 
self in a painless fashion, and that was the know- 
ledge that he would leave her and the '* chick " 
unprovided for. 
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This was his frame of mind when he came to 
project what can only be described as a fraud. 
He saw his way to dying comfortably, and still 
taking care that the " chick " and Eva did not 
want. That is to say, he would have seen his 
way if he could have raised the money necessary 
to pay the premium. He proposed to assure his 
life, and then commit suicide. 

The curious part of it was that he had always 
been a singularly scrupulous man, and ** as honest 
as the day " — that oft-quoted day which nobody 
remembers. People had often asserted he was 
*' too conscientious to get on," He had never 
wronged any one by so much as sixpence in all 
his straits, and could have stood in a witness- 
box to be cross-examined without a tremor. His 
record was blameless, and his integrity notorious. 
Yet now he was meditating robbery on an ex- 
tensive scale, and barely perceiving his defection. 

A man he knew very well, and who frequently 
dropped in of an evening, was Mr. Horace 
Orkney, a solicitor. George was not sensible 
of any strong degree of esteem for him, but — 
perhaps for that very reason — Orkney looked 
the likeliest person for what he wanted, and one 
afternoon he betook himself to the gentleman's 
office. 

" I have," he said, when greetings had been 
exchanged, "come on rather delicate business. 
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I needn't tell you that what I am going to say is 
in confidence." 

*' Quite so," said Orkney, drawing out the ends 
of his moustache. 

** The fact is, things aren't going well with me. 
I am deadly tired of it all, and er — it sounds a 
curious statement — I am anxious to make away 
with myself." 

The lawyer was only thirty-six, and he started. 
Professional calm reasserted itself a moment 
later, however, and he echoed George's last words 
in measured tones : 

**To make away with yourself? Oh, non- 
sense ! " 

" I ami' repeated Collier ; " but my life isn't 
assured. You see the difficulty. I am bound 
to think of my wife and child, and they would be 
practically penniless." 

'* Assure it," suggested Mr. Horace Orkney 
with a shrug, " if you are determined ! But, ipy 
dear Collier, do let me dissuade you from enter- 
taining such a — such a Really, you know ! " 

He withdrew his monogrammed handkerchief, 
and shook it out daintily, diffiising an agreeable 
odour of white rose. "You distress me very 
much." 

"I won't trouble you with my arguments," 
responded Collier ; ** I haven't time to discuss 
the pros and cons, or to waste your time. My 
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mind is made up, and I know my own mind 
better than anybody else can tell it to me. You 
say, * assure it ; * the point is that I'm unable to do 
so, because I can't put my hands on the money." 

"Oh," said Orkney. "The premiums aren't 
heavy," he added after a pause. " How much did 
you think of assuring for ? " 

"While I am about it I want to make an 
adequate provision; I want to arrange so that 
there shall be an income of, say, four or five 
hundred per annum. I know what the premium 
would be on an amount to yield that from a safe 
investment, and I should pay it for a year down ! 
— it would be better. I reckon it three hundred 
and twenty pounds. Now, my idea was " 

" Was— what ? " asked the solicitor, blandly, as 
he hesitated. 

George was a little nervous. His gaze 
wandered. 

" My idea was that you might be willing to 
advance me the sum, to be repayable with interest 
at my death. I — I am eager to make the 
proposal as attractive as I can. Advance me 
three hundred and twenty pounds, and I'll have a 
will drawn up at once, and leave you a thousand. 
How does it strike you ? I think myself it's very 
fair." 

Horace Orkney tapped his fingers together 
pensively. 

N 
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"A company contests the claim in a case of 
suspected suicide," he said ; **you are overlooking 
that." 

" I am overlooking nothing. I have thought it 
all out, and I know exactly what I shall do. A 
cousin of my wife's has a cottage in Kent, on the 
Darenth. We have often stayed there. The 
lawn slopes to the river's edge, and there is an 
Indian canoe. No more solitary place, especially 
after dusk, could exist. Now, I can easily 
contrive so that we get an invitation to go down 
for a week. One evening, after working hard all 
day, I shall say I am going out for a breath of 
fresh air. I shall ask what time they are going to 
have supper, and set my watch by their clock, so 
that I may not be late back. I shall beg my wife 
to remind me of an important letter I have to 
write in the morning, and step out through the 
window in the gayest of spirits. Well, the canoe 
upsets. It is known I do not swim. Nothing 
could be simpler ! " 

" But your intentions may alter, my friend. 
And, if they do, I have advanced you three 
hundred and twenty pounds, and where am / f 
In the natural course of events you may live for 
thirty or forty years to come." 

" I thought," said Collier, " of waiting to put an 
end to my life till the spring, so as to avert any 
possibility of a suspicious complexion. If you 
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think It judicious, the ' accident ' shall occur next 
month ! " 

There was another silence. 

'* I will consider," said Mr. Orkney, at length. 
" Now you must let me send you away ; I'm 
busy." 

Having considered, he agreed. He provided 
George Collier with the sum of three hundred 
and twenty pounds to take out a policy, and 
George made a will by which Mr. Horace Orkney 
was bequeathed one thousand. The rest went to 
Eva, who, to give her her due, was an affectionate 
mother. 

The weary man was now comparatively con- 
tented. In April he was to die, and it was 
already November. To make quite certain there 
should be no hitch in the post-mortem proceedings, 
it had been decided that he should wait till April. 
He had had hopes that Orkney would declare it 
was safe for him to take the step earlier, but on 
reflection the lawyer had pronounced it in- 
advisable, and said it would be wiser for him to 
keep to the date he had originally suggested. 

It was a disappointment, but George was too 
grateful to complain of a crumpled rose-leaf. He 
had borne the slings and arrows so hopelessly 
that it was a pity if he could not contemplate 
their continuance for five more months 1 No, 
he was not unreasonable, and, as first one week 
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wore away, and then another, his satisfaction 
increased. He felt like an overworked man 
looking forward to a long holiday. 

There was a serious epidemic of influenza in 
London that year. Everybody who could afford 
to do so was flying to the Continent, or to the 
English watering-places, and among those who 
remained in Town, and were laid low, was Mrs. 
Collier. This was at Christmas. 

The doctor did not at the beginning regard 
her case gravely, but she got worse, despite his 
encouragement, and after a fortnight in bed, she 
sank and died. 

George was inexpressibly shocked. Though 
he had long since outlived his illusions about her, 
she had been his wife, his daily companion. To 
realize that she was gone dismayed him. He 
remembered the girl he had loved, and shed 
tears at the grave of the woman who had 
developed from her. Not analyzing, not drawing 
the distinction, but just grieving honestly. 

After she was buried, and he sat -in the quiet 
parlour, smoking at night, it occurred to him that 
as the child would now be doubly an orphan, he 
must arrange where she was to live when April 
came. Under the circumstances she would be 
an heiress, and he wanted her correspondingly 
educated. Fortunately, he had a maiden sister, 
upon whom he could depend to carry out his 
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wishes in this respect, and he drew a breath of 
relief, reflecting how troubled he would have been 
for the " chick s " future otherwise. 

And January came to an end, and February 
broke, and then February waned, and it was 
March. 

Collier was surprised to find how rapidly the 
time had passed since the funeral. He put 
"March ist" at the top of a letter very slowly, 
and sat looking at it with startled eyes, A month 
more, and the consummation would be reached. 
Poor little "Chick," he would have to leave 
her! 

Oddly, now the end of it all was so near, he 
was conscious of feeling less impatience than he 
had done. He had been sensible of late of a 
certain enjoyment in life — a new enjoyment. The 
quiet parlour, with his pipe, and the Chronicle 
had been pleasant. He had gone up to his 
room at night without a groan, and seated him- 
self at his desk in the morning with an unfamiliar 
zest. Only a month ! Well, let him make the 
most of it. 

But it was difficult. The remembrance that 
had been so welcome had become, now he was a 
widower, a skeleton's head, which obtruded its 
grisly presence into the cosiest hours. Perhaps 
" Chick " was on his knee, and he was stroking 
her hair, when it grinned at him. Perhaps 
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he was writing through the small hours — 
interested in a piece of work he was doing — and 
it appeared. Of what use to have " Chick " fond 
of him, when he would be dead directly ? Why 
polish and revise a manuscript so lovingly, when 
he would be lying in his grave before it was in 
print ? 

He shuddered. There was no benefit in 
blinking the truth ; the fact was that the con- 
ditions had altered ! He would have been a 
cheerful man to-day, for all his pecuniary worries, 
if he had been allowed ; nor did the worries 
themselves look so formidable, somehow ! Eva 
had always made the worst of everything, and — 
Heaven forgive him ! — had never been a manager. 
It was amazing what a difference her removal 
caused in every way. He was satisfied with life 
and — he knew he did not want to die ! 

At last he determined to go to Orkney, and 
ask him to release him from his undertaking. It 
was an unpleasant task, but the alternative was 
more distasteful still, and he went. 

Mr. Orkney looked at him in blank disap- 
proval when he had stammered to a conclusion. 

" This is very unbusiness-like," he said, " very 
unbusiness-like indeed! You put me in a very 
awkward situation, Collier. I don't want to see 
you die, of course — I — I hope I have a heart — 
but an agreement is an agreement, and I have 
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great occasion for a thousand pounds. As it 
happens, I have a bill " 

" You see," said Collier, helplessly, " there's the 
child ! I don't like to leave her alone in the 
world." 

** I thought you told me at the time of your 
wife's death that she could go to an aunt in 
Dorking ? " 

'* Yes," George said, " I did. But — well, I am 
very fond of her. The parting is devilish hard." 

" I don't see why it should be any harder this 
morning tfian when you came here and made 
your proposal. I did a friendly thing for you, 
and I must say this isn't at all fair treatment. 
It wasn't an agreement I could enforce, you 
know — I relied on your honour ; and now you 
put me off with empty excuses." 

" Don't say that ! " begged George. " To tell 
you the honest truth — I don't know how it is — 
since I lost my wife I — I am not so depressed. 
I feel lighter, and there's a different aspect to 
things. I can't explain it." 

" No," said Orkney, firmly, " I won't hear it ! 
I won't have the blame laid at the door of that 
poor little woman. That is cowardly, Collier! 
Be a man, and say you have changed your mind, 
and are trying to back out." 

"Very well, then," replied Collier, "I have 
changed my mind. I want to live, and to pay 
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you the thousand pounds as soon as I can get it 
together. How does it suit you ? " 

The solicitor smiled finely. 

" It was a very fair rate of interest for the 
time agreed upon," he said ; " but for a period of 
years — Anyhow, we needn't discuss the point. 
So far as I understand your position, there would 
be very little prospect of your being able to pay 
me at all — even the principal." 

"In other words," said Collier, rising, "you 
won't consent ? " 

" I regret," said Orkney — " I regret very much 
that you should have put such a suggestion 
forward, because I am unable to consent to it, 
and it is a particularly painful one to refuse. I 
do not think it was delicate, Collier; it wasn't 
good taste." 

" ' Good taste,' " said George, hotly, " be 
damned! Finally, you insist on your pound of 
flesh ? " 

" Finally," responded the lawyer, * * I repeat 
that if you are a man of honour only one course 
can be adopted. Good day, sir." 

He touched the bell on his table, and Collier 
passed out into the street. 

It was April already, and he had either to 
break his undertaking or fulfil it without delay. 
Instinctively he saw the grim humour of the 
situation. It was material for a story ; and he 
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perceived that, if he were writing it, there would 
be a temptation to comment on the budding 
trees, and the " verdure of the young grass," at 
such a crisis, in contrast to the hero's despair. 
Or perhaps it would go better as a comic story ? 
Yes, certainly it would, he decided. How queer ! 
in reality there was so little comic in it. Why 
could it not be treated realistically ? 

What was he wasting his time for in irrelevant 
considerations — he had to come to a conclusion ! 
He must die, or tell Orkney he was resolved to 
" let him in." Which should it be? Both courses 
repelled him. One was hideous, and the other 
was contemptible. He could not determine. 

He vacillated hourly for a fortnight, and Mr. 
Orkney meanwhile seemed ubiquitous. Wherever 
he went he met him, and Orkney always stopped 
and spoke, and asked him coldly how he was. 

George would endeavour to reply composedly, 
but not with success. Then the other would 
put his eyebrows up, and sigh significantly, and 
Collier went on his way feeling despicable and 
ashamed. 

" To Be or Not to Be," " The Pound of Flesh " 
— ^what a number of titles suggested themselves 
for the story that might be written ! He could 
not put the thought of it away from him, and one 
evening he actually found himself sitting at his 
desk commencing it. It was a foolish proceeding, 
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but it occupied — more, interested him, and his 
pen flew rapidly. He treated the subject in a 
serious narrative. 

At one o'clock he came to the point where the 
end must be led up to. But how was it to end ? 
He rose, and began to pace the room, mechani- 
cally charging his pipe afresh. It would not draw 
— where were the wires } He could not think if 
he did not smoke, and the thing was stopped up. 

The wires could not be found ; perhaps he had 
used the last. Formerly he had annexed his 
wife's hair-pins in such emergencies, and, as a last 
resource, it occurred to him that if he looked in 
the wardrobe where her belongings had been put 
away he would find some. 

The key was on his own ring, and he went 
upstairs. The dead woman's trifles had been 
stored on the shelves. He saw her work-basket 
and her dressing-case, and the set of ebony 
brushes, with " E " on the backs in silver, that he 
had given her on her last birthday. There was 
a bonnet she had been trimming when she was 
taken ill, with the needle still sticking in it. 

He paused ; what he was doing seemed 
momentarily sacrilege. Then he opened the 
dressing-case and lifted the tray. 

There were some hair-pins scattered at the 
bottom. There was also a bundle of letters, tied 
together with ribbon, and directed in a hand- 
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writing that looked familiar. Collier stared at it. 
Was he making a mistake — or what had been the 
purpose of this correspondence ? He turned 
white, and pulled the letters out. 

The dates they bore were of the last two years. 
There was nothing criminal in them, despite their 
lengthiness, but they were a man's confidential 
communications to a woman of whom he is fond. 
They spoke of the writer's " sympathy," of his 
regret that he could do nothing to alleviate the 
dreariness of her lot; there were frequent allusions 
to what " might have been ; " and they began, 
" Dearest Mrs. Collier," and were signed, " Yours 
with affection, Horace Orkney." 

George stumbled out of the bedroom and 
returned to the " workshop," where he sank into 
his chair, with knitted brows, thinking. After a 
while he picked up his pen again, but he did not 
continue the tale. 

" Dear Sir," (he wrote) — 

"I restore you the enclosed letters, 
for which I have no use. Henceforth I shall 
make my home in the country with my daughter. 
I perceive that her mother's untimely decease 
frustrated your hope of marrying a widow whose 
attractions would have been accentuated by the 
possession of nine thousand pounds, and tender 
you my condolence. The bequest in my will will 
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stand, but, as you pointed out yourself once, I may 
live, in the ordinary course of events, for another 
forty years. Believe me I have every intention 
of doing so if I can. 

" Yours truly, 

" George Collier." 

And he did, and became a very successful man. 



The Body and Soul of 
Miss Azulay. 

'* When Ethel Ebden persisted, in spite of her 
father s arguments and her mothers prayers, it 
was an instance of the ephemeral strength with 
which a normally weak and timid nature is liable 
to startle everybody. No girl more unlikely 
ever to defy her parents, or to want to go to 
West Africa as the wife of a missionary, could 
have been imagined, by all accounts, up to the 
time she was twenty-two. Yet at twenty-two 
and a half she did both things. She left the 
house in Lancaster Gate, and her mare, and her 
maid, and a mountain of millinery that she would 
never have occasion to use, and sailed with the 
man of her choice to convert the heathens in 
Abeokuta, where she was the only white woman 
within fifty miles, and was found, six weeks after 
their arrival, lying on the floor in a dead faint, 
induced by the fact that she had stroked the 
black body of a negro in the dusk, under the 
impression that it was her husband's dog. 
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'* Eight months later her nervous terrors were 
terminated by death. She was buried on the 
veldt ^ and the widower read her funeral service. 
The daughter to whom she had given birth, 
was adopted by her maternal grandparents, and 
brought up among all the advantages that her 
mother had renounced. The blood of the Society 
girl and the missionary is mingled in my own 
veins; the child born in a hut and educated in 
Hyde Park was I. My friend, I do not know 
whether you are a believer in hereditary or pre- 
natal influences, but I am too strange a mixture 
to make any man happy as his wife, and I shall 
marry no one — be comforted in the reflection. 
Remember your career and forget me. You 
looked awful when I saw you in the Bois to-day. 
— Geraldine." 

I re-read her letter — how many times J Yes, I 
looked awful, and I felt worse, for I was pas- 
sionately in love with her — none the less pas- 
sionately because I was only five and twenty, and 
she was a few years my senior; and since she 
had rejected me a fortnight before, I had been 
in a fair way to drink myself into delirium 
tremens. 

Let me set down the manner of my first meet- 
ing with her, for I fell under her spell at once. 

I had gone to the Vaudeville, and she was in 
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a box — the most beautiful woman in the house. 
She bowed to the man who had accompanied me, 
and of course I asked him who she was, 

'* Miss Azulay — isn't she superb ! She is very 
rich, and rather curious. Subscribes largely to 
religious missions, and at the same time spends 
a fortune on dress ; gives one the idea of being 
indifferent to men, and, for all that, seems bored 
alone. She has taken a flat on the Boulevard 
Haussmann, and lives with a "companion" — the 
faded party beside her. Would you care to be 
introduced ? " 

''Really?" 

** Oh yes ! V\l take you round in the entr'acte, 
if you like." 

She received me graciously, and the diffidence 
with which I had entered was dispelled. A 
closer view served to deepen my admiration. 
She was, perhaps, thirty, and many of the things 
that have been written of the woman of thirty 
recurred to me as we talked. Though she was 
still single, I was certain that life had held emo- 
tions for her. Experience had given to the 
lovely face just that suggestion of mystery — for 
want of a better word — which a young man finds 
so fascinating in the opposite sex. For all her 
serenity — and she was mondaine from the flowers 
in her hat to the hem of her frock — here was one 
who had suffered, I told myself ; though the gaze 
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of the grand gray eyes was so indifferent, there 
was a shadow in them too. But I did not think 
she had ever gone to anybody to be comforted in 
her grief; the mouth was too firm and proud for 
that. If she had cried, she had cried alone. 

Very ridiculous, you say, these deductions, in 
the first five minutes I conversed with her ? It 
is quite true ; but remember my age — and then, 
studying Art in Paris, I was inclined to be rather 
French in my mental attitude. 

A little landscape of mine had been accepted 
by the Champ-de-Mars that season, and she had 
seen it, and spoke to me about it. She was very 
nice to me, very sympathetic. I found myself 
saying things to her quite frankly, things that 
do not usually spring to one's lips with a new 
acquaintance in a box at the Vaudeville; and 
she seemed interested, and encouraged my com- 
municativeness. When I rose at length, she 
gave me permission to call on her. "If you will 
come in one afternoon, when you are able to spare 
the time, I shall be glad," she said. I returned 
to my fauteuil in a seventh heaven of delight. 
My friend's amused comments jarred on me, and 
I scarcely knew what the third act was about. I 
was in love already. 

Well, it will easily be understood that I went 
to the Boulevard Haussmann, and that I went 
again, and again. I always found her just 
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returned from her drive, and, without even troubl- 
ing to remove her hat and gloves, she would sink 
into a chair, and talk to me as informally as an 
elder sister. Sometimes, too, she came to my 
studio. At others, I encountered her in the Bois. 
Scarcely a day passed, at last, without my seeing 
her somewhere. Paris no longer meant Art to 
me, but Geraldine Azulay. I went to bed to 
dream of her; I woke up thinking of her; I 
regretted that I was not a portrait-painter, or a 
poet, that I might express something of my 
homage in my work. 

The development I have recorded. One after- 
noon I confessed the truth ; I told her I adored 
her. She had never flirted with me, and there 
was no trace of gratification in her manner as 
she heard. She said she was sorry ; and it was 
not a "phrase." If ever a woman was sincere 
with a man from the beginning to the end, Miss 
Azulay was sincere with me ! 

I had expected nothing else, and yet — ^anomalous 
as it sounds — the finality of her answer was a 
terrible blow. I did what all boys do under 
similar circumstances, I dissipated ; I neglected 
my profession, and behaved in a way that I blush 
to recall. I knew I looked ill, and I wanted Miss 
Azulay to know it too. I threw myself in her 
path for the express purpose. 

She had deserved better things of me, and I 

o 
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realized it when that letter came. It was the 
letter of a woman to one for whom she feels 
a genuine affection; it made me ashamed of 
myself. I re-read it, as I have said, until I 
knew it by heart. Then it seemed to me 
that, since she liked me so much, my cause might 
not be hopeless after all. The idea was youth- 
ful, but exciting. I resolved to appeal to her a 
second time, and the same day I called on her 
again. 

She had, I learnt, just come in ; nevertheless 
she did not keep me waiting. She entered the 
room almost as I sat down. Her costume was 
new to me, and I thought how admirably it 
became her. She greeted me with a smile, and 
then stood before the mirror putting up her white 
veil among the roses and the ribbons of her hat, 
affecting not to notice my agitation. 

" Eh bien," she said, turning, '* and is my friend 
going to be sensible ? Is that what he has come 
to say ? " 

" Yes," I answered, " I have come to tell you I 
am going to be sensible.*' 

" Thank you ! I mean that. Now give me all 
your news." 

" But I must always love you, because I can't 
help it. Only I won't make a fool of myself in 
the way I have been doing." 

" But, child, I don't want you to Ipve me either 
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— not as you do at least ! I thought all that was 
understood ? " * 

" Geraldine, is there no chance for me ? Not 
if I am patient, if I wait, and make a name ? " 

" No/' 

" Oh, you are cruel ! Why ? " 

" Because I am not in love with you, in the first 
place. That's reason enough," 

" In time " 

"In time I shall be forty, and lose my figure, 
and there will be crow's-feet round my eyes. In 
time you may be famous, and sell a picture for 
two hundred and fifty thousand francs. In time 
many things may happen ; but one never will — 
I shall not marry you ! Have you seen Sarah 
in her new piece ? Come, let us forget this 
nonsense." 

** / never shall forget." 

"You make me angry with you," she said 
sharply. 

" And why ? " 

" Because I believe you mean it" 

'* Indeed I mean it ! " I declared. 

** If I weren't fond of you," she said with a 
shrug, " I should not care — if you chose to be 
silly, you might ! But I am fond of you ; inte- 
rested in your career. I hate — yes, I do, I hate 
myself for having made you think about me so 
stupidly. I wish I had never been friends with 
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you ; I wanted to help you, and do you lots of 
good, and instead I have done nothing but harm." 
She put her delicate gloved hand on my sleeve 
with a change of tone that was almost wistful : 
*' Do be strong, there's a nice boy, to — to oblige 



me. 



" I can't,*' I groaned. ** Oh, I can't ! You don*t 
know — I can't tell you — how I have been suffer- 
ing ; my life is a hell. If you are so fond of me, 
why don't you take pity on me ? You could 
make me happy easily enough. You pretend 
it makes you wretched to see me miserable ; you 
pretend " 

" Hush ! " she said, '* don't throw doubts on my 
affection for you. It mayn't be what you want, 
but it is very real ! " 

" I beg your pardon," I muttered. " I'll leave 
you. You are very * fond ' of me indeed — what 
you call ' fond ' ! My life is spoilt, and you are 
kind enough to try to patch it up with pretty 
words. I wish I were dead, and you say gently, 
'how sorry I am ! ' It is very generous of you, 
and I am very grateful. Good-bye, Miss 
Azulay." 

" Stop," she said. 

She glanced at the clock, and trembled. Her 
face had turned so white that she alarmed me. 

" Come back at seven," she said, " and dine 
with me. You shall know whether I am sincere 
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or not Come back to dinner, and you shall talk 
to me again." 

I stood gazing at her, dumfounded, 

"I am quite serious. Remember, at seven o'clock. 
I will marry you, or cure you — I promise you 
that ! Now go." 

I descended to the street as one in a dream. 
She would marry me or cure me, she had said. 
Staggered as I was, I still understood that her 
intention was to cure me. But how? What 
could she say that would alter my desire ? 
Nothing ! I had her promise, and I would hold 
her to it. I wandered on half dazed with joy. 
My pulses quivered with suspense. 

The impression of that interval is with me 
now. The sun had set, but dusk had not yet 
fallen, and the golden domes and turrets of the 
Printemps rose gorgeously into an opal sky. 
Paris stretched around me clear and mauve — the 
brightness faded, but the light not gone, the trees 
deepening to purple, the electric lamps shining 
vividly in the reflections of the dying day. On 
the boulevards it was the hour of vermouth and 
absinthe, and itinerant vendors of views and toys 
stopped at the little tables every minute to dis- 
play their wares. A constant stream of pedestrians 
flowed by the caf6s; now and again a woman 
cast a sidelong glance at one of the occupants 
of the chairs. The guttural cry of ** Z^ Presse — 
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La Presse r^ was everywhere. Artists and 
mendicants, club-men and cocottes poured past 
me incessantly. I saw without knowing that I 
saw, heeded without being conscious of any 
attention. I had reached the Caf6 de la Paix, 
and sat there motionless, waiting for the high 
clock to my left to show me it was time to 
dress. 

I mounted to the flat as my watch pointed to 
seven, and was obliged to ring twice. I was 
admitted by Geraldine's maid — an old woman 
whom I had often wondered she retained. 

" I am sorry you should have been kept wait- 
ing, sir," she said ; " I was with Miss Azulay, 
and the other servants are all out." 

'* Oh ? " I answered. *' What has happened ? " 

**They are out by Miss Azulay's orders, sir. 
/ am to wait at table to-night." 

It sounded rather odd, but I refrained from 
any further question. I went into the drawing- 
room, and was told that my hostess would be 
with me directly. Apparently the ** companion " 
was out also, for five — ten — minutes passed while 
I was alone. 

It was nearly a quarter of an hour before the 
door was opened softly, and Miss Azulay came 
in. Her entrance had been so quiet that I was 
unaware of it till she spoke. Then I looked up, 
and saw her standing on the threshold. As I 
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write, the ghastliness of the moment returns to 
me ; I feel the shudder in my veins again, just 
as I felt it while I looked ! She was in evening 
toilette; the satin trailed the floor, and jewels 
glittered in her gown. Her arms and bosom 

were bare, and I saw that she was I cannot 

say it ; I cannot put the word ! From her neck 
down! Oh, God help her! only her beautiful 
face had escaped ! I remained voiceless, frozen 
with horror. If I lived to be a thousand, I 
should never forget the awfulness of that silence, 
as we stared at each other with distended eyes 
across the room ; I should never forget the 
spectacle of the tortured face lifted to me from 
a body from which her mind and soul appeared 
to shrink. 

It was she who spoke at last. 

" I wrote you I was too strange a mixture to 
marry," she said harshly ; " now you understand 
me!" 

I could not answer ; my tongue would not 
move. 

"Don't look at me for a moment," she con- 
tinued ; " give me time to compose myself. I 
have done for you what I have done for no one 
else in the world ! " 

She turned her back on me, and I heard 
her sob. 

" Geraldine ! " I cried. 
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'* Sh ! I am all right again now. I don't mean 
to break down — don't fear. I am a strong 
woman ; I have need to be ! Come, I am quite 
steady. There is brandy there — ^you had better 
take some." 

" Speak to me," I stammered. *' Tell me what 
it means." 

" I was born so," she said, ** that's all. Don't 
you remember my letter ? My mother did not 
know ; she was spared the sight. / did not know 
either till I was nearly ten ; they kept it from 
me as long as possible. I actually thought that 
all children were the same. I recollect my agony 
of shame when I found out ! I loathed the sight 
of myself; I was frightened at my own limbs, 
and used to fall into fits of terror in the bed." 

" You poor girl ! " 

" Don't pity me, or I shall cry. Ah, dinner 
is ready — ^let us go in." 

The maid had announced it. We went into 
the other room, and made a pretence of eating. 
Mercifully the meal was a short one, and we 
were soon left at the table alone. 

'* I promised you I would cure you," said Miss 
Azulay, "and you'll admit I've kept my word. 
No, don't speak ; I know all you would say ! 
And please don't think for an instant that I'm 
wounded, dear ! If you had wanted to marry me 
still, you would have embarrassed me very much 
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to tell you the truth, for I am not fond of you in 
that way a little bit. But I am very, very, very 
fond of you in another way, and I felt I would 
rather humiliate myself as I have than let you 
go on suffering, when I could stop it so easily." 
She hesitated a second, and then touched me 
gently with her black hand. ** You'll never tell 
any one while I live ? '' 

" Oh, by Heaven ! " I exclaimed, 

*' That's enough ; I'm sure you won't ! No 
one suspects, you know — you didn't suspect your- 
self — I manage to prevent that ! ' Poor Miss 
Azulay ' — that's how you'll think of me in future, 
eh ? ' Poor Miss Azulay ' ! " 

" Have you never — never cared for anybody 
at all ? " 

" Never. Thank Heaven, never ! That used 
to be my fear when I was a girl ; I used to be 
afraid I might ! It isn't likely to happen now ; 
the danger is almost past. But if I ever did " — 
her chin dropped upon her palms, and she gazed 
through me into futurity — " if I ever did, do you 
know what I have always determined to do ? " 

I watched her as she paused. 

" I've determined to do what I have done with 
you to-night ; I should let him see what I am 
with his own eyes. And if he wanted to marry 
me then — if he did, if he could ! — I would be his 
wife. And ... I would worship that man ! I would 
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give him such a love as no man has ever known ! 

I would Oh," she broke off, " please God I 

shall never have to make the trial ! I pray I 
shan't, because . . . because I know so well how 
he'd look — I saw the look on you — and the ordeal 
would kill me. Only ... if ever you should hear 
of Miss Azulay's marrying, my friend, you will 
understand that there is a wonderful creature 
in the world — a man who fell in love with a 
woman's mind, and not her body! You will 
remember my determination, and know that when 
I fulfilled it, a man was still capable of taking me 
in his arms. Ah, that isn't a reproach — I wish I 
hadn't said it ; go away from me ! There, give 
me your hand, if you will, and say * good night' 
and 'good-bye.' It is late." 

" You are leaving Paris ? " 

" To-morrow. For London." 

" And when shall I see you again ? I may see 
you again ? " 

" Some day ! This evening will last you for a 
long while." She smiled sadly. " Now go — 
go," she repeated. " Adieu ! " 

I did not see her again, though shortly after- 
wards I returned to London myself. The world is 
small, but London is very large, and Miss Azulay 
and I did not meet. Nearly five years passed 
before I heard of her indeed, and when I did so, 
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it was, strangely enough, in New York, where I 
had been obh'ged to go on business. I was 
glancing at a newspaper in Dorlon's one night, 
and I dropped it, sick and faint. The paragraph 
ran : — 

" Sequel to an Elopement. — Miss Geraldine 
Azulay — an Englishwoman here — concluded to 
console Colonel Arkas Doyle for his failure to 
obtain a divorce. This is the lady it was 
whispered the petitioner proposed to marry, if 
the law would free him from the degraded 
virago who bears his name. Now it appears 
that Miss Azulay was not disposed to let her 
own and her lover's life be marred by the law's 
refusal. She promised to live with the Colonel 
as his wife, and it transpires that the pair left 
New York City yesterday for the Falls' Hotel, 
Buffalo, where they were taken by the hotel- 
clerk for the conventional bride and bride- 
groom. At an early hour this morning the 
lady committed suicide by poison. She was 
discovered on a couch in the dressing-room, quite 
dead, with an empty phial in her hand. It can 
only be supposed that her sacrifice was no sooner 
made than she repented of it, and, distracted 
by remorse, destroyed herself Evidently the 
first intention of the unhappy woman had been 
to fly from the man for whose sake she had 
renounced so much, for she had carefully attired 
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herself in her travelling-costume, and was wearing 
gloves." 

But I knew better ! I understood Miss Azulay 
had loved at last, and that her courage had 
failed her until it was too late. 



In Rerum Nature. 



" You have done me the honour, my good friend, 
to ask me to be your wife. You reminded me 
that I am still a young woman, and urged that 
my widowhood — a solitary state without children 
— has already exceeded the longest limit that 
Society or sentiment can require. I answered 
you, ' What you wish is impossible.' I told you 
something else ; I said, ' The woman you revere 
is worthy neither of your love nor your respect, 
for she is a coward!' In your turn you replied, 
* It is impossible.' But it is true ! And now that 
you are gone, and I am sitting here alone, having 
broken my engagements for the evening, and 
seeking no other companions than the pictures in 
the fire, something prompts me to explain to you 
the words I used — to bare "my heart for your 
examination (perhaps also for your pity), and to 
show to you how constant, and yet contemptible, 
a soul may be. 

** On the table where I write, the servant has 
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just placed a pyramid of hyacinths. Somebody 
has sent them to me, I do not know who ; but the 
perfume fills the room ; and Balzac spoke truly 
when he said that perfume reminds one more 
vividly than words. The scent of these flowers is 
associated in my mind with the delights of my 
youth : the spring when I was a girl of seventeen, 
and wore muslin frocks, and went out in the 
woods, needing no other cosmdtique than my 
blushes, to walk with my lover — the husband you 
ask me to forget. 

** I am no longer alone, save for the fire ! The 
past is with me as I inhale the odour of the 
hyacinths ; and Lucien has come back, out of his 
grave, to reproach me with his eyes where you 
told me of your love this afternoon. 

** Let me arrange my thoughts, and accuse 
myself with proper method. 

" I lived in a quiet corner of Brittany, with the 
aunt who recently bequeathed me the fortune I 
possess. Our manage was of the simplest ; for, 
though my relative was a wealthy woman, her 
tastes made small demand on her resources, and 
so far from seeking to outshine the community 
which formed our world, she praised, and even 
imitated, its economies. 

"In looking back, the life I led appears to me 
most frightfully dull until one May. In that 
month there descended upon us a young artist. 
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He had come to the place to sketch, and had 
brought a letter of introduction to a neighbour of 
ours, which — oddly enough, as he told me after- 
wards — he had presented. ' For, as a rule/ said 
he, * I never present such things, they are a source 
of equal annoyance to one's self and the person to 
whom one is recommended. But one must accept 
them in gratitude for the kindness by which the 
stupidity is prompted.' 

** The neighbour to whom he had been in- 
troduced was a valued friend of my aunt's, and 
at an 'evening' shortly after his arrival — an 
evening of syrup-and-water and sugared cakes — 
we met. 

" I shall not detail the history of our acquaint- 
ance, nor will I declare that, fondly as I loved him 
later, I left the house that night with any more 
serious feeling than the sensation of novel pleasure 
which the admiration of a talented and handsome 
man would naturally awaken in the breast of a 
girl reared in such seclusion as I had been. 
Women, moreover, fall in love — that odious phrase 
— ^far less frequently at first sight than men. For 
in woman love is primarily intellectual, and is 
born of knowledge; whereas in man, I think, it 
is born in the senses, and reaches the mind last. 
No, I will not weary you with the chronicle of 
our courtship ; I will only say that a sympathy 
sprang into life between us so strong that one 
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afternoon — the day before he was to return to 
Paris — he asked me to be his wife. 

'* We were standing before the easel where he 
had been painting — in the wood adjacent to our 
home. Nevertheless, the picture on the canvas 
was not a landscape, but a portrait of the girl I 
used to be. 

" * It is finished,' he said, putting the brush 
aside, *and I am going away!' And then he 
asked me was I sorry. 

" I cannot recall my answer. How is it that 
the words of others live in the memory so long 
after one's own have faded ? I cannot recall my 
answer, but I remember the next thing he said as 
if it happened yesterday. I remember how we 
walked back together into the presence of my 
aunt. And I remember the sunshine touched her 
face and smile through the window as she turned 
at our approach, and watched us — curiously, it 
almost seemed — nearing her along the path. 

** The scent of the hyacinths is very powerful ; 
the room has grown oppressive. Wait, my 
friend, till I have breathed some air. 

*'We were betrothed for five years. I have 
told you that Lucien was young and a painter ; to 
add that he was poor would be a pleonasm ; and 
his pride revolted at the notion of owing every- 
thing to my aunt It is the custom to condemn 



In Rerum Natura. 209 

these long engagements, but ours, I am certain, 
made fruition sweeter. During the waiting we had 
learnt to know each other so completely that when 
we wedded we made no adventure — ^we merely 
fulfilled our dreams ; it was not an experiment, our 
marriage, but a realization. Never did a woman 
love more passionately than I ; never was a 
woman given more absolute devotion in return. 
He told me everything — his hopes, his moods, 
every incident of his past. I read his favourite 
books, that he might have no experiences I did 
not share. Often he would reply to a thought I 
had not spoken. You ask me my ideal of perfect 
happiness ? I answer, * My life with Lucien.' 

"We had gone to Venice and were working 
there. I say we were working, and I must have 
explained our union very poorly if the phrase 
seems bad to you. I was his comrade, his critic, 
his inspiration ! It was when we had been in 
Venice six months that I fell ill. That it was 
serious I did not at first suspect, but it soon 
became apparent that I had contracted typhoid 
fever. Lucien's anxiety was pitiful to see: he 
beseeched the doctor for encouragement that he 
could not give ; he upbraided himself for bringing 
me there ; he would sit beside me day and night, 
his eyes haggard with despair. 

"Of much that occurred at this time I am 
necessarily ignorant ; but one evening I came 

p 
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back out of delirium to understand that I could 
not live. 

"The room was in shadow; the one bright 
spot a disc of light upon the ceiling, thrown 
upward by the lamp. Presently I became aware 
that Lucien was with me, and that he was crying. 
I do not know if it was then that I understood I 
was dying, or if I had heard it earlier in the day. 
But I recollect that he took my hand, and sobbed 
over it ; and feebly — because my voice was weak 
and my wits still wandered — I strove to comfort 
him. 

"The last vestige of his self-control deserted 
him at this, and his arm crept beneath my head 
and neck, and he prayed that I might be spared 
to him ; pleaded to die himself if he must lose 
me. 

" I remember dimly saying to him once, * How 
long?' meaning how long was it to be before 
the end came ; and next it was borne upon 
me that I could only expect to live about an 
hour. 

"Lucien's face was white and working; he 
must have been distraught, or he would not have 
done what he did. I had been given morphia 
through the fever, and a phial of it stood upon 
the shelf. I heard him murmuring that we would 
not separate ; that we would go together into the 
unknown as we had lived together in the world. 



In Rerum Natura. 211 

I said to him — everything was confused to me — 
I said to him, ' What is it you say, Lucien ? I 
cannot hear/ He answered, * I am going with 
you, Beloved ; we will enter the new life at the 
same time ! ' 

" He came and cast himself beside me on the 
bed. When he kissed me I could smell the 
morphia in his breath. We rested beside each 
other on the same pillow, and I lay in silence, 
watching the lamplight quivering overhead. 
From time to time he pressed me to him, and we 
kissed again. The patch of light above me took 
queer, fantastic shapes. I felt drowsy, and his 
voice when he spoke sounded farther off. * We 
are going together — what will it be like ? ' he said. 
I wanted to reply to him, but I was very tired ; 
— and the light on the ceiling went out. 

"When I came to myself I was in another 
room, and I asked for him to be brought to me. 
They said he had been obliged to leave the city, 
but that he would return in a few days. They 
added that the crisis of my illness had been 
miraculously passed just when I was despaired 
of, and told me I was getting well. 

" I listened to them — and remembered. 

Later in the day I was left alone, and I heard 
strange noises in the house. I raised myself in 
bed, and, through the window, I saw Lucien s 



212 In Rerum Natura. 

coffin being carried down the steps. It was my 
welcome back to health ! 

" You may marvel that it did not kill me ; / 
have marvelled too. But it did not ; and you know 
now why I shall never re-marry. In the irony 
of fate Lucien made the Great Journey before 
myself, and I feel that ever since he has been 
waiting for me. I like to think also that to him, 
whose standard of comparison is the Eternal, the 
intervening years may seem more paltry than 
they do to me. 

"Why, if I find the delay so weary, have I 
not done the thing that he did, and gone to him 
before 1 Let me whisper : Because I have not 
the courage; because I am afraid! Yes, I will 
be candid if it shames me. It is no scruple of 
religion which keeps me back ; twice I have held 
the means in my hand — and I was afraid! 

"There is something else, for my confession 
shall be complete. On such a day as this was, 
when the air is mild, and the people in the streets 
look happy, and the trees, as I take my drive, 
are fresh and green, I sometimes feel that it is 
pleasanter to live. The world wears its gayest 
frock to me, and I am content. He died to die 
with me — and I am * content.' It is well said ! 

" The oppression of these hyacinths is stifling 
me — Good night ! " 



A Mere Incident. 



He wished it had been issued at another price. 
He wished it from the moment the specimen 
cover was submitted to him for approval, with 
•' One Shilling " in aggressive capitals at the top ; 
he wished it still more when the familiar title 
began to greet him from the railway bookstalls ; 
and most of all he wished it when his prophetic 
dread was realized by the first reviewer, and a 
weekly journal appeared with half a dozen com- 
mendatory lines on Walter Cunninghame's 
*' Shilling Shocker." 

If it had been eleven-pence, he contended, or 
even one-and-a-penny, that hideous, mal-k-propos 
designation would have been impossible ; but his 
publishers had smiled the objection to scorn, 
and, innocent of a "murder," a "mystery," or 
a "mesmeric attraction," Mr. Cunninghame had 
involuntarily perpetrated a shilling shocker, and 
must abide the consequences. 

Now, amongst the multifarious circumstances 



214 A Mere Incident. 

under which it is unwise to yield to the particular 
form of vanity that lures a man into endeavour- 
ing to make his mark as a writer of novels in 
London, may be accounted the condition when 
necessity ordains that his existence shall be 
devoted to totally different pursuits in the region 
of Bombay. Yet this is what the author of " The 
Memoirs of Mona Leigh" had done precisely. 
Six months ago nothing could have been further 
from his thoughts ; six months ago he would 
have told you he had given up " scribbling " 
with his teens; that he was going back to 
England to see his people and enjoy himself — 
well, then, primarily to enjoy himself, if you would 
be so accurate — adding very probably that twelve 
years in India made a considerable alteration in 
the ideas of most persons, and in his case had left 
him with no especial illusions that he could con- 
trive to recollect on any subject under the sun. 
Cynicism is popularly supposed to result from 
one's experience of an overrated world ; it might 
be more justly attributed to disappointment at 
the unfulfilled ambitions of one's own youth ; and 
Walter Cunninghame's philosophy failed him 
directly at the test of old surroundings. In 
London he had dreamed as a boy ; in London 
he wrote again as a man ; listlessly at first, 
impelled by a sudden whim in his rooms one 
evening, with a pipe between his lips and a 
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pocket-book upon his knee ; and then fiercely, 
doggedly, rising early and working late, while 
the pile of manuscript waxed bulkier beside his 
desk, and folk, commenting on his unsociability, 
oracularly observed, "It was a pity Cunninghame 
had not married out there, for he had come home 
every whit as eccentric as when he left." 

The form of composition to which he set 
himself was the diary of a woman. He put 
into it his heart and his brains. If Sir Joshua 
Reynolds' definition of Genius had been complete 
this novel should have startled civilization ; as 
it was, it did nothing of the kind. He received 
a cheque in remuneration sufficient to keep him 
in cab-fares and cigars for the remainder of his 
visit, and his acquaintances informed him it was 
" very nice." " Very nice ! " exclaimed his friends. 
" An agreeable little story to pass away an idle 
hour!" declared the critics, ** I raced through 
it at a sitting," he was assured by the most fervid 
of his admirers, '* I was so anxious to discover 
the end ! " And Mr. Cunninghame, bowing his 
acknowledgments the while, thought bitterly, 
" Let me get back to India and the counting- 
house, for if this be all the effect my delibera- 
tion can produce, God help me, I shall never 
make an author!" It is unfortunate for your 
chances of contentment when you have expected 
the public to read your novel as you wrote it 
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After all, cut bonof He had been living 
within his pages from the outset, waiting occa- 
sionally a morning, a day, for the word which, 
of all others, could he grasp it, would convey 
his intention most exactly. Springing from the 
bed, he had sought, exhausted, to correct some 
line that failed to give him satisfaction, to sub- 
stitute an expression more felicitous. He had 
been by turns tender and satirical; he had re- 
vised and repolished ; he had done the utmost 
of which he was capable, and he had learnt the 
result was "very nice." Cui bonof he mused, 
for the twentieth time this afternoon, where he 
lay back in the compartment of the express that 
was bearing him northward to Birkenhead ; he 
had written a ** Shilling Shocker," and now he 
was ' going out to India and commerce, once 
more; and all the unhinted hopes that had 

sustained him were over, ended like He 

paused in the midst of his meditation for a simile, 
grimly watching the tiny wreath of blue circling 
from his cigar point; ** aptly enough, like this, 
in smoke," he concluded, tossing the stump 
through the window with an impatient gesture ; 
it had been one of the last box his achievement 
had procured him. 

Birkenhead is not calculated to exhilarate the 
unaccustomed visitor all at once. The roar of 
Liverpool does not penetrate here ; not a hum 
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from the great city on the opposite bank floats 
across the river to disturb the all-pervading 
silence of the lesser town, which has long since 
assumed an air of fixed depression, deprecating 
geography, as though abased by the comparison 
it provokes. And when he had dismissed the 
notion of crossing by ferry as too much bother, 
and purposely lingered over a very creditable 
meal at the hotel where he engaged an apartment 
for the night, Mr. Cunninghame was sorely 
puzzled to determine what to do with himself. 

There was a theatre, he ascertained, which 
would open some hours later for the performance 
of a metropolitan success by a touring company, 
and there was a park — the latter Birkenhead's 
feature par excellence. Perhaps it was natural 
in a man, whose home for an indefinite period 
was likely to be Bombay, that he should bend 
his steps in the direction of the woodland, glad 
that his farewell glimpse of England, albeit taken 
in an unfamiliar place, should include a thoroughly 
English scene. 

It was very pleasant under the trees beside the 
water in the autumn sunshine ; so pleasant, and 
withal so quiet, that he decided he alone must 
have selected the resort, as, after skirting the 
best part of two hundred acres in a ramble, he 
sank abruptly upon a bench, remembering he had 
encountered no living creature but a dog. The 
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spot in which he found himself was screened 
from the broader walk by a clump of beeches; 
fronting him was a kind of hollow where the 
stream resolved itself into an irregular basin fringed 
by shrubs. He allowed his eyes to rest for an 
instant on the view in perfect satisfaction ; then 
his gaze, wandering, took in a nearer object, and 
he became sensible of a paper-covered novel 
lying at the extremity of the seat. He was very 
fresh at Literature, and he said '* By Jove ! " It 
was his own book. 

He picked it up, opening it haphazard at the 
seventh page. There was a marginal note 
appended to some sarcastic reflection upon friend- 
ship he had deemed clever. He started slightly 
as he observed it ; the remark was, " Nasty 
sentiment ! " 

In bold, erect, feminine chirography, this philo- 
sophaster's conceit was condemned as a "nasty 
sentiment," and he smiled. The censure gratified 
him; he was flattered to perceive that by one 
person, at least, his composition had been con- 
sidered, and not skimmed. On page thirty the 
pencil had been employed again : — 

" Are you a cynic or a fatalist, Mona Leigh ? 
I cannot say ; I ask myself if I like you, and I 
answer no, * no ' a hundred times. Brilliant, un- 
scrupulous, I am alive to your abilities, but I 
would not shake hands with you ! " 
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Here was the analysis with a vengeance ! Who 
was this reader who declined to shake hands 
with his heroine, and called her ** unscrupulous " ? 
Presently he discovered a retraction, a pretty 
apology : a paragraph that had delighted him 
in the manuscript was marked; everywhere his 
favourite sentences had been annotated — those 
sentences which he had vainly hoped would 
attract attention of the professional reviewers. 
At the end of his " Dream Chapter " was written — 

"A dream at once repulsive and beautiful, 
because so wholly typical of finite humanity and 
God's infinite power ! " 

He let the volume drop upon his knees, and 
fell to speculating on the personality of his com- 
mentator. Then he raised it again, hesitated, 
and hurriedly referred to the final sheet. It was 
only a line of seven words that he was seeking, 
but it was his pet passage, and it had escaped all 
notice by the " fervid admirers ; " it was doubly 
underscored ! Beneath it the reader had added — 

" Dear little story, I am sorry to finish you, you 
have given me pleasure ! '' 

Well, she dabbled in letters herself, and she 
was young ; it demanded no exceptional discern- 
ment to guess that! It was evidenced by the 
exalted tone of the rough jottings. He wondered 
merely who she was, and how it happened she 
had forgotten the book she had been at so much 
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pains to show belonged to her. Possibly she 
might still be close by, he mused, and would be 
returning. As the notion occurred to him he 
looked round, but a moment too late ; for — even 
as he turned, her property retained in his clasp — 
he met her glance. 

She had come across the grass, between the 
lichened trunks that formed a background to 
her where she paused ; her brown hair, curly, not 
in curls, hung untrammelled about her shoulders ; 
she wore nun's veiling, the palest of pale pinks, 
and a broad-brimmed hat of straw trimmed with 
a spray of ivy. She might have been a dryad 
attired by a nineteenth-century milliner ; and she 
was unmistakably but seventeen years old. 

As he saw her he was conscious of three dis- 
tinct sensations. The order was manlike: the 
first, an appreciation of her loveliness ; the second, 
a resentful astonishment at her youth; and the 
last (because the bulk of her comments had been 
panegyric), a profound respect for her faculties of 
discrimination. 

"This is yours, I suppose? I am afraid I 
have been taking a liberty, but I believed it 
ownerless ! " 

Her manners were hopelessly behind the 
Bayswater-Clapham- West-Central standard of 
British young-ladydom (or else she had been 
educated above it), for she said " Thank you " 
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without having been introduced. Worse, this 
audacious little person in nun's veiling further 
exclaimed, '*0h, my gloves!" and repeated 
the egregious impropriety of acknowledging a 
stranger's civility when he found them. 

They had fallen under the bench, and, groping 
on the gravel, Mr. Cunninghame also cast about 
for some method of detaining her. 

" I hope you do not think I have been guilty 
of a very awful offence," he questioned gravely ; 
" the law would tell me I should have explored 
for a policeman." Presuming his object had 
been to make her laugh, it failed. She replied — 

'* Pray don't name it. I have been wandering 
about as if the park were my private garden. 
Good afternoon ! " 

" And my attentions to your book are suffi- 
ciently explained ? " 

" There is no need for any explanation at all ; 
it would have been my own fault if my book had 
been lost ; good day." 

He could see but one means open to attain his 
end. 

"Because," he said suddenly, and he looked 
her straight in the eyes as he spoke, " there is 
another excuse I should like to offer — I wrote it ! " 

He had startled her out of her composure now. 
She clasped her hands with a little foreign gesture 
of consternation. 
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"You wrote it?" she cried piteously. The 
blood flamed into her cheeks and brow, dyeing 
them crimson; there were both wonder and in- 
credulity in her voice. 

" Permit me !" He felt in his note-case, pro- 
ducing a card, on which was engraved, " Mr. 
Walter Cunninghame, i, Victoria Mansions," and 
gave it to her with a bow. " You see, I am no 
impostor," he continued quietly ; " I may really 
claim to be the creator of the ' nasty sentiment ' ! " 

*' You wrote it ? " she reiterated ; " you wrote 
it ? Oh, what must you think of me ! " 

" Don't you understand ? " he said ; " you have 
paid the greatest compliment a reader can pay to 
a * shilling shocker ' ; you have searched for more 
than a sensation and a plot ! " 

The blush faded from her face, and she smiled. 
He observed how very short her upper lip was, 
and that the teeth below were particularly small 
and regular. 

" Then you are not angry ? " she asked timidly. 

" Angry ! You have made me very proud ! " 

" I dare say if I hadn't, you would not have 
told me you were the author ? " 

" More than probable ; I should have pre- 
served as rigid a silence on the subject of my 
literary flights as you would have done about 
yours ! " 

" About mine I What do you mean ? " 
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" I mean you write yourself ; ' not necessarily 
for publication/ perhaps, because you are too 
young, but you write for all that! Novels — 
I am not sure about the novels for the same 
reason ; short stories more possibly ; frag- 
ments likeliest of all, because they come easiest 
to imaginative natures, and, being a brunette, 
you have just ten times the amount of in- 
dividuality accorded to the ordinary English 
' Mees/ with a putty character and hay-coloured 
hair ! " 

'* This is uncanny ! *' exclaimed the girl. 

" Not at all," responded Mr. Cunninghame, 
" it is interest ! " 

She drew herself up as if offended. Before 
he had talked with her five minutes he perceived 
one of her greatest attractions lay in the endless 
variety of her moods, which were reflected at 
once in her expression, her features, her attitude 
itself. These swift transitions reminded you of 
an April day, excepting that in each she seemed 
more irresistible than the last, and, conversing 
with her, you were always desirous of the 
pleasurable surprise she would afford you by the 
next. When she laughed, you doubted that she 
could be capable of any deep emotion; when 
she was serious, you marvelled if this was the 
countenance that had been so radiant an instant 
before. He experienced the longing which, 
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when it does enter a man's mind, is a far higher 
tribute to the woman's fascinations than the mere 
anxiety to extend their acquaintance — he wished 
he had known her a long while already. 

" Forgive me/' he said, " I was rude ! " 

For a man to ask a girl to forgive him is to 
advance a stride on the road towards familiarity. 
There is so much difference between " Forgive 
me " and " I beg your pardon." 

" Do you know," he resumed, " your criticism 
has almost encouraged me to make another 
attempt, to fancy I could turn out something 
better. And yet you are unfair in places too. 
Why do you confound the writer s views with 
his personages' ? Given a mondaine and an 
ingenue, their sentiments would be precisely 
opposite, wouldn't they ? but he can't be re- 
garded as agreeing with both ! " 

"The truth of that is forgotten when the 
distinction between the men isn't observed as 
fully," she retorted — "the reader's carelessness, 
of course, but all the same the author's fault. 
Why is a woman almost always the central figure 
in a man's novel ? why is your hero so puny 
a creature in comparison ? For instance, you 
often take a wicked woman, and write a work 
describing her vicissitudes; do you ever do so 
much about the adventures of a bad man ? " 

" Because, even in their failings, women are 
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the more interesting ; because masculine character 
is much less diverse. I know a dozen girls who 
would make engaging heroines in fiction ; I have 
never met one man who, put in as he stands for 
the hero, would not be disgusting before the end 
of the second volume ! " 

*'You are hard on your own sex, Mr. Cun- 
ninghame ! " 

" My own sex," said Mr. Cunninghame, medi- 
tatively, ** after due contemplation, I have dis- 
covered to be beasts. That sounds conceited, 
doesn't it, but do me the justice to remember 
I am not excepting myself in any degree. We 
are all beasts ; some of us drop our disguise more 
frequently than others — that's all." 

And he felt himself "a beast," as he said it, 
for encouraging her to remain here with him 
now, when he knew he should object to his sister 
doing a similar thing. Only it was extremely 
agreeable, and he did not mean any harm. 

** I wonder if you recollect," he said, *' an an- 
nouncement the author of * Court Royal ' makes 
in his preface — but perhaps you don't read 
prefaces ? " 

" Yes," she answered, "I do ; after the story, 
when the writer's allusions to it are doubly 
significant." 

'* The passage I mean is terse : * There are 
two heroines, each the focussing of the good 

Q 
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qualities of the two groups, and two heroes, each 
the concentration of the infirmities of the same/ 
That is all ; he volunteers no explanation of this 
adjustment of attributes, no reason why the ex- 
emplification of excellence and imperfection should 
not be reversed. The course, in a word, is so 
absolutely natural, he trusts to the readers' in- 
telligence to accept it without discussion, and 
this in a preface in which he is avowedly not 
crediting them with overmuch. Don't go yet; 
sit down ! '* 

" I ought to go ! " she said. 

" Please don't," he persisted ; " you have plenty 
of time ! " 

" And you want to kill yours ? " 

'*Well, perhaps; though, without compliments, 
I should beg you to stay anyhow ! " 

" Poor, maligned Time ! " she exclaimed, " what 
plots we weave for its destruction, and how fond 
we are of it all the while ! " 

"Are we?" he demurred laughingly. "I'm 
not so sure of it ! " 

"We are, and I'll give you an illustration : you 
have a predilection for Literature, you want to 
excel in it — granted so far ? Well, putting down 
a great work that has delighted you, do you ever 
feel, ' I would give ten years of my life to have 
written that book! Could I make that pro- 
duction mine, I would gladly be ten years older 
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to-day ? ' Not you, not one person in a million ! 
And what does it prove ? Logically, that the 
love of Time, we are always pretending we want 
to kill, is one of the strongest passions in human 
nature ! " 

He shook his head. ** In your case the capital 
is so large, you could afford to be prodigal in 
your investments," he said ; " if, at twenty, ten 
years could purchase fame, we should all be 
famous. You argue from the standpoint of 
youth." 

" Which is a polite way of telling me I am 
talking nonsense ! It always means that, or at 
least one always fancies so, as inevitably as when 
people begin 'With all due respect' we under- 
stand it is merely a prologue to something in the 
very opposite direction. I assure you I am by 
no means indignant when I am called young, 
even in the most opprobrious sense of the term ; 
I always think it such a pity that, when it is with 
us, youth should be a thing we are ashamed of 
and endeavour to conceal, only to envy and 
imitate it as soon as it is lost. It seems so 
dreadful it should not be capable of exciting any- 
thing but our weaknesses." 

" It is like a bird," he said ; " it flies so swiftly 
that we don't note the brilliance of its plumage 
till it's dead." He felt this was rather good on 
the spur of the moment, and tried to look as if 



228 A Mere Incident. 

he didn't. " If I were an editor, I should ask 
you to let me see some of your manuscripts." 

" You would be so disappointed," she rejoined 
frankly ; *' they are quite silly to everybody but 
my mother; she knows me, and she reads be- 
tween the lines, or perhaps I should say she 
makes allowances. The ones I like least are 
best — those I intend for recitation." 

" You recite ? " 

" Oh yes, I am an actress ; I am on tour now 
with the company that is playing at the ' Royal ' 
this week, but when I am in town I often attend 
'at homes;* and then original compositions are 
useful — one can be sure they haven't been heard 
before. I don't pose as the authoress, though," 
she added brightly, "as it is, they sometimes get 
well ' noticed ; ' if I acknowledged them as my 
own, the people would cry, ' How dare she, that 
child ! ' " 

He turned to her with a new astonishment ; 
the stage was the last vocation with which he 
would have associated her, and a fresh phase of 
her character seemed unfolding itself with her 
every sentence. 

" And do you write when you are — * on 
tour ' ? " 

'* I really don't write much anywhere ; I don't 
believe anybody should try to follow two pro- 
fessions, or she will get on in neither ! " 
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*' A proverb asserts two strings to one's bow 
are advisable/ suggested Mr. Cunninghame. 

" And another one says something quite to the 
contrary about two stools. Never substantiate an 
argument with a proverb, you can be worsted 
with your own weapons so easily. No, the 
pursuits most practicable for a beginner to couple, 
I should imagine, are Literature and the Bar, 
and then I have heard there is a prejudice against 
' writing barristers * ; but, at least after he is 
'called,* Briefless has nothing to do but go to 
his chambers every morning, and wait till the 
solicitors send. With us it is different : we have 
to do our own soliciting, and hunt up engage- 
ments for ourselves. It is difficult to *woo the 
Muse ' to advantage indoors when you are con- 
scious you ought to be out and worrying the 
managers instead, to win bread-and-butter ! " 

"Yes," he assented, "but both your callings 
are anyhow congenial, I presume ; both paths 
attract you, though you may waver at the cross- 
road ! With me " Confidences were spring- 
ing to his lips ; he checked the impulse, and traced 
designs among the pebbles with his cane. 

" With you ? " she said. 

He looked up, met her gaze, and continued: 
" With me it is different ! My mission in life 
is to conduct a business in India, a business that 
devolved upon me at my father's death ; there is 
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no shirking it, the responsibilities are too grave. 
This production of mine was a * holiday task/ 
done during my first trip to England since I 
went out to Bombay twelve years ago. Now 
the holiday is over, the boat sails to-morrow ; it 
may be twice twelve years before I see home 
agam ! 

" I am sorry," she said gently ; " I think I 
understand ! " 

" I put so much of what I felt into these pages, 
in parts they are really a reflection of myself. 
As a boy I hated all mention of the House — I 
wanted to be a writer, a painter, anything ap- 
proaching Art ; I had all sorts of impossible 
yearnings — the atmosphere of cent, per cent, 
seemed death to me. It was all no use, of 
course ; my destiny was mapped out for me from 
my cradle, and my ambitions were ridiculous — 
in my family everything is 'ridiculous' that is 
not allied to trade " — he was talking rapidly, as 
men do talk when ashamed of their own earnest- 
ness. " I do not know why I am telling you 
this, I am sure it cannot interest you ; but you 
remind me of myself as I used to be, excepting 
that you are cleverer. If I had a sister like you, 
if I had met a friend like you out there, I might 
have done something in the world after all ! " 

" ' Age is opportunity no less than youth 
itself,' " quoted the girl ; then she added hastily, 
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'' Pardon me, I did not mean that you were 
old!" 

" No, I am not old," he returned, ** not old as 
years are counted, but I have outlived the belief 
in my own capabilities. When I wrote my — 
my ' Shilling Shocker * — it revived for a while ; 
I almost hoped — why should I not admit it ? — I 
did hope that my probation was going to bear 
fruit after all! Often the occupation became a 
confidant rather than a labour, and I was fool 
enough to imagine the thoughts I had grown 
resigned to keeping to myself, because I had no 
one who cared to listen to them in conversation, 
might be deemed worthy of perusal in black-and- 
white. A stupid blunder, was it not, to fancy I 
could interest the public where I bored my 
friends ? But I was speedily undeceived ; the 
thoughts were not considered ; what reader looks 
for ^Aem between the covers of a 'Shilling 
Shocker'? — he wants the story. Until to-day, 
no one, even in my own circle, has appeared to 
be aware that they exist ; nobody but you has so 
much as credited them with being anything more 
than ' padding ' — necessary introductions put in to 
fill out the plot ; and yet an hour ago we had 
never seen each other, and if I had followed my 
intention of spending the afternoon in Liverpool 
we never should have seen each other, in all 
probability, to our lives' end I " 
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" You will persevere," she declared ; *' you 
will persevere, though you may not think so 
now. From India you will submit another 
manuscript, and another, and another, and pre- 
sently you will command a wider audience. Who 
knows, when you come home next time you may 
be a great author ! " 

"And find you a celebrated actress!" he re- 
joined with a smile. " I wonder if I shall ever 
go to the theatre in London one evening and 
recognize my companion of this afternoon ? I 
wonder if you would remember me if I came 
behind the scenes ? " 

" I am going to watch the newspaper columns 
for the advertisement of that new book of yours 
in the meanwhile," she retorted gaily ; "and now 
I must go, or I shall be late ! " 

" It seems a mistake somehow that we have 
only met to say ' good-bye,' " he murmured ; 
"but when I come to the theatre " 

" You will be famous ! " laughed the girl. 

" I shall be old, and very likely bald," said the 
man sadly, "but I shall come, and I will throw 
you a bouquet ! Will you do me a favour ? I 
have not known you very long to ask one, but 
I should like to keep this copy you have marked, 
and take it out to India with me, and turn to 
your notes now and then to remind me of your 
encouragement ; will you let me ? " 
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** Good-bye," she said. 

" Will you let me ? " he repeated. 

" You would make fun of them one day," she 
objected; "you would be surprised you were 
not offended, and marvel at ' that girl's audacity.' " 

" I will never make fun of them," he answered 
gravely, " and I shall never marvel at ' that girl's 
audacity.' Give me this book, and help me to 
get on ! " 

" I give it to you," she said ; " take it, and 
fulfil the old hopes you have told me about ! " 

She extended her hand, and he held it an 
instant in his. The sunshine had faded while 
they talked, and now the pool that had danced so 
merrily slept in shadow. As he stood looking after 
her, the nun's veiling made a litde stain of colour 
on the grayness, growing fainter, like the light, 
with her every onward step. The scene was no 
longer beautiful, it was desolate and bare. Vaguer 
and more indistinct grew the outline of the re- 
ceding figure ; the pink, merging into amber, was 
lost amidst the darkness of the trees, and, as a 
bend in the path hid the last flutter from his 
sight, Mr. Cunninghame sighed ; he sighed 
because — he could hardly have answered why he 
sighed himself. 
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They were rehearsing at the Empress's Theatre. 

The fog that for the past two hours had been 
steadily enveloping the London streets, had at 
length found its way inside ; and the empty 
auditorium — its brown- holland swathings flapping 
above velvet and gilding with every current of 
invading air — yawned cynically upon the efforts 
of the players, who from time to time congre- 
gated in the wings by knots of twos and threes 
to mutter anathemas on the weather. 

In the O.P. entrance a little group of chorus- 
girls, in dripping waterproofs and muddy boots, 
stood listening apathetically to what they termed 
the " cackle " of their more favoured sisters with 
lines, and sullenly inquiring among themselves 
" why the dickens they were called so early ? " 

"He always does it, and we shan't be wanted 
for an hour yet," remarked Lydia Vavasour, 
viciously, referring to the stage-manager, with 
her mouth full of ham-and-beef sandwich. '* Beast ! 
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I shan't come till twelve to-morrow, see if I do ! *' 
Discontent was apparent in the countenances of 
all. Beneath the general depression, the best 
parts no longer held out promise of a "hit;" 
even to the author, the dialogue had lost its 
sparkle, and seemed flat. 

"Chorus to-morrow at eleven, please! You 
won't be required to-day ! " 

At this intimation they flocked, giggling and 
grumbling, through the narrow doorway into the 
passage beyond, honouring with several backward 
stares upon the step a man who, with gloved 
wrists protruding from the pockets of his over- 
coat, was lounging by the fire just inside the hall- 
keeper's recess. One of their number, a fair, 
pretty girl, simply dressed, detached herself from 
the rest, and at the sight of her he came forward, 
and they shook hands. That was all ; there was 
nothing demonstrative about the greeting ; it was 
as cool and collected a "how d'ye do" as could 
well be conceived ; yet these two people were 
very absurdly in love with each other indeed, and 
every one of the crowd of chattering young 
women was perfectly aware of the fact, as the 
couple, amidst sundry nods and nudges from the 
lookers-on, proceeded to the hansom in waiting 
at the bottom of the court. 

"Cissy!" 

" Dick ! " 
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It was raining hard. The lamps splashed 
the sloppy pavements with stains of yellow light ; 
in the gutters, the water and the mud flowed 
fatly. Rattling slowly through almost deserted 
thoroughfares, the cab at length drew up with 
a jerk before an office of melancholy exterior, 
and the lady and gentleman descended. The 
driver had discussed a short clay pipe, and im- 
bibed "a drop of summat hot," procured by an 
accommodating loiterer from the adjacent *'pub." 
before they emerged, and took their seats inside 
the vehicle again. Around them, the shabby, 
plush cushions exuded an indescribable odour of 
mustiness and damp ; the window came down in 
their faces with a clatter and a bang ; and behind 
the glass, blurred with the moisture that trickled 
monotonously into the frame, the lips of the male 
and female fare met silently in a long kiss of 
promise and content. 

While Jehu had been fortifying himself against 
the elements with rum and shag, two more fools 
had blundered, and they who alighted from the 
hansom Mr. Robert Ashford and Miss Cissy 
Kent, had returned to it as man and wife. 

When it leaked out that Mr. Ashford had 
married a chorus-girl, folks received the intelli- 
gence with the indifference begotten of contempt. 
Very many seasons ago he had vanished from 
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'* Society/' and his mesalliance was merely re- 
garded as the last step in a downward career. 
In the parlance of clubdom, " Dick Ashford had 
been going to the bad for years," though, to do 
him justice, murmured clubdom over its cigarettes, 
he must have drunk away his brains to a con- 
siderable extent before he committed a blunder 
as irremediable as this. 

Behind the scenes, however, they had another 
version. They said that Cissy Kent was as 
honest a little body as ever breathed, ''straight 
as a die," and possessed of the merit even rarer 
than histrionic ability among her class, the 
ambition to get on. They added that she had 
thrown herself away on a man with nothing to 
recommend him but the cut of his clothes, and it 
would not be long before she found it out. 

These criticisms notwithstanding, which tallied 
only on the point of pronouncing the match a 
mistake, the behaviour of the parties principally 
concerned at present evinced no signs of regret 
for the departure taken on that memorable No- 
vember morning when they had commenced their 
honeymoon in a pair of cosily furnished apart- 
ments in Great Russell Street. Mr. Ashford, 
indeed, with a " monkey " to his credit, had pro- 
posed a preliminary month in Monte Carlo, but 
the bride immediately crushed this suggestion as 
too preposterously extravagant to be considered ; 
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and when they came in out of the fog, and went 
to the "home" they had engaged, it seemed to 
her, lying back in the chintz-covered armchair, 
with her hand in his, and her slippered feet 
extended luxuriously towards the welcome fire, 
that she could not love the man too much who 
had given her this delicious sense of security 
and ease in exchange for the slip-shod poverty 
of a " combined room " at the wrong end of 
Waterloo Bridge. 

In the first flush of matrimonial tenderness, 
Dick Ashford found the evenings with his wife at 
the theatre insufferably dull, and before the 
expiration of a fortnight "had urged her strongly 
to resign her post. "What did they want," he 
asked, philosophizing on the hearthrug across a 
brandy-and-soda, "with a guinea a week from this 
when they had close upon four hundred pounds 
lying at the bank ? No, no, that was just where 
women made the mistake ! Trust to him, when 
a fellow was well-dressed, and could stand drinks 
enough, he was generally able to hear of a good 
thing in time, and meanwhile the clever course 
was to appear as substantially off as they possibly 
could ! " 

So the name of " Cissy Kent " disappeared from 
the foot of the Empress's programmes, and Mrs, 
Robert Ashford had her stall at the West End 
houses instead, both agreeing that the luckiest 
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day each had known was the day they had 
married, and next to that, the one on which they 
met. To the man the unfamiliar respectability 
was refreshing, and the dash of Bohemianism 
when he took his wife to a caf6, a little question- 
able for supper, imparted just that flavour to the 
decorum essential for a palate somewhat too jaded 
to appreciate les convenances in their entirety. To 
the girl the indolence of witnessing " a show from 
the front," the very act of folding her delicately 
gloved hands, and waiting to be amused, the tiny 
opera-glass levelled at the stage from that un- 
accustomed position across the dear old " floats," 
were all fraught with the fascination of freshness, 
and as intoxicating as they were new. Thus both 
husband and wife were satisfied, and — neither 
being addicted to the analysis of sensation — 
for a considerable period each was in ignorance 
that their contentment sprung from novelty 
alone. 

It was only for a period. By-and-by Mr. 
Ashford's thoughts turned towards the evenings 
of his bachelordom, the more varied distractions, 
the wider range of companionship, he had 
abandoned ; and Mrs. Ashford, amongst the 
audience, silently pictured the players after their 
exits, and followed them mentally to the dress- 
ing-rooms, and listened again in fancy to all 
the " extras' " tales of hope and disappointment 



240 The Social See-saw. 

in the darling regions " behind " that were now 
impassable. 

Each had begun to yearn for the life which had 
been relinquished, and the man returned to it first 
Two-thirds of their money had melted, and the 
"good thing" of which he had discoursed so 
learnedly six months since, after assuming various 
visionary forms, now a partnership in a proprietary 
club, anon an interest in a projected company, was 
no nearer attainment than before. It was in 
search of it, he explained, that he had taken to 
quitting the house in dress-clothes alone about 
nine p.m., and letting himself in with the latch- 
key slightly unsteady in his gait, and decidedly 
husky in his tones. The " good things " appealing 
to Mr. Ash ford's type are not met with in the 
city. 

The landlady now referred to the solitary 
lodger upstairs as ** a neglected wife," and day- 
light of late had often discovered her alone on the 
bed where she had cried herself to sleep. 

At last she went back to the stage. Her voice 
was no fortune, but it sufficed for the chorus in 
comic opera, and she was offered an "under- 
study" of a few lines in the preceding farce. 
Dick accorded his permission, very red about the 
eyes after an absence of eight-and-forty hours, 
and the girl almost forgot her unhappiness. An 
"understudy!" It was a step in the direction 
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she had always planned ; it was the bottom rung 
of the ladder which, to her heated imagination, 
bore the dazzling inscription of " Actress " on its 
height. 

Excepting that, being now April, no exterior 
influence was at work to add to the dreari- 
ness of its aspect, the Empress's presented 
much the same appearance when Mrs. Ashford 
walked across its boards again as it had borne 
on the morning that Cissy Kent had hurried 
from rehearsal to get married. Knots of women 
were congregated here and there expatiating 
upon the number of their "changes," and the 
drawbacks and attractions which each attire 
possessed. Half a dozen who only wore four 
costumes apiece were bent upon convincing the 
majority, who were allotted five, that so far from 
feeling sorry for the deprivation they esteemed it 
" a jolly good job." 

"We couldn't change from the pages' things 
quick enough to come on in the last scene, so 
we aren't in it ! " they cried with tumultuous 
explanation, " we shall be dressed, and half home, 
before you are * off.' How's that for high ? " 

It was the old existence wedded to new cares 
and anxieties, for it became an accepted thing 
that her salary was to defray as completely as 
possible the weekly bill, and when she hesitatingly 
petitioned for the requisite assistance from his 

R 
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purse, Dick, with suddenly developed theories 
on the subject of expenditure, responded anent 
the madness of ** eating up their capital." Once, 
waylaid as he was leaving the house in elaborate 
toilette earlier than was his wont, he said more ; 
he said "he was damned if he had known his 
marriage would cost such a lot ! " And the girl, 
bitterly conscious of his extravagance, and at 
her wit*s end herself, with a superfluity of winter 
gowns, how to save sufficient shillings to run 
up a few yards of print for the spring, retorted 
with a passionate rebuke, and then ensued their 
first quarrel. He was out when she got back 
from the theatre, but next afternoon she sug- 
gested timidly that Mrs. Barker had two rooms 
vacant on the third floor ; they would be much 
cheaper than her own, and — didn't Dick think 
they would do quite nicely ? 

About a month subsequent to this alteration 
in their domestic arrangements, the stage-manager 
beckoned to the astounded little aspirant at the 
fall of the curtain, and informed her that, as the 
lady whom she understudied would be leaving, 
he had decided to entrust her with the part. 

She hardly knew how she expressed her grati- 
tude, for her head was in a whirl. Half a dozen 
lines with a sentence sure to get a laugh if 
properly delivered ! The intelligence seamed too 
glorious to be real. 
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When she reached the dressing-room in com- 
pany with the others, all babbling of her good 
luck, she was astonished to find Miss Vavasour, 
one of six pages, still before the glass — retarded, 
it transpired, by the carelessness of the laundress, 
of whose stupidity she was launching into furious 
denunciation. 

Apprised, in a trio, of the improvement in her 
companion's prospects, she was pleased to offer 
her congratulations with the sarcastic comment 
that some people were artful enough to get round 
the right people, and their advancement suffered 
not from any unfortunate ignorance of which 
side of a slice of bread the butter was laid. 
This observation, however, might have led to 
nothing further, for Cissy was in no mood to 
take offence, if it had not been for a trifling 
occurrence which was destined to add fuel to 
the flames. 

Dressing with trembling celerity she was ready 
to say "Good night" while Miss Vavasour's 
countenance was yet an unpleasant spectacle of 
vaseline and " make-up." It was the last straw, 
and drew a shaft of truly feminine malice — 

" Make haste, my dear ; your husband '11 be 
waiting supper for you ! " 

The girl turned with flashing eyes — 

" What do you mean by that } " 

" Oh, you know ! He'll be sitting on the 
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doorstep, singing ' Home, sweet home,' and 
watching till you come back ! " 

The shriek that followed this witticism echoed 
in the ears of the unhappy wife all the way 
downstairs, and when, on issuing into the street, 
she actually ran into Dick's arms, the revulsion 
of feeling was so great that she barely noticed 
that his manner was constrained, or heard his 
mumbled ejaculation to the effect that he had not 
expected her to be out so soon. 

A fortnight afterwards the stage-manager patted 
her approvingly on the arm and told her she had 
acquitted herself well ; he intimated, moreover, 
that next Friday night her envelope would contain 
a trifling increase, in consideration of her extra 
work. 

That Friday night was a very important one 
in Cissy's calendar, for the following morning 
would be the anniversary of Dick's birthday, and 
by dint of excessive economy, and banishing from 
her mind the allurements of yards of print, she 
reckoned to be able to buy him a present Having 
not so much as sixpence in the world till treasury 
time came round, she was forced to postpone her 
purchase until the conclusion of the performance, 
and then the lateness of the hour somewhat 
limited her selection. Few of the shops were open 
save the tobacconists', and the gift of necessity 
resolved itself into a cigarette-case. She was 
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threading her way among the throng in the 
Strand, picturing his surprise, the precious packet 
clasped tightly in her hand, when a block in the 
pedestrians caused her suddenly to pause, and 
before she was free to resume her course, a 
hansom had pulled up almost at her feet, and 
its occupants got out. They were a man and 
woman, the former laughing at some remark of 
his associate's as they brushed past her to the 
entrance of the restaurant by which she stood. 
It was the laugh attracted her attention, and 
then, across the shoulder of the burly constable 
in front of her, she saw Lydia Vavasour and 
Dick. 

Sick and faint she groped her way towards 
home. The whole universe seemed topsy- 
turvy under this last indignity. She saw squalid 
virtue huddled, starving and unheeded, in the 
mouths of the filthy alleys to which it had been 
crowded off the pavement by successful vice. 
She saw a woman with yellow hair and diamonds 
spit in the face of a ragged flower-girl, who was 
imploring her to spare a penny. She reflected 
that both these human beings were of an age, 
born, in all probability, in the same station ; had 
opened their eyes in life upon similar surround- 
ings, and she recognized it was the honest one 
that was destitute, while her sister in satin 
drove away swearing, to the admiration of a 
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sycophantic mob, who yelled, shrilly mirthful, as 
the outcast fell back from the horse's feet, wiping 
the other's offering off her cheek. 

At noon next day passionate words broke the 
silence of the Great Russell Street lodging. 
Mrs. Ashford told her husband she had endured 
his treatment long enough ; she said if he had no 
affection, he might have at least shown decency ; 
she cried that his own self-respect would have 
prevented a gentleman making his wife the 
laughing-stock of the theatre where she worked 
to earn their living ! 

" Go your way, and I go mine ! " she exclaimed ; 
and the man, stung to the quick, retorted that 
she might go where she chose, and as speedily. 

The present was stamped on the floor, and 
then wrath gave way to resolution. 

"It is best for both ! I suppose we were not 
fitted for each other, but my love is dead, crushed 
like that silly thing there on the ground ; you 
have killed it, Dick, and you will never see me 
any more. IVe no husband, and no home ; I 
leave you as you took me, penniless, but I have 
got my profession and my hopes, and Tm Cissy 
Kent again ! " 

A little theatrical, perhaps, but she had been 
cradled in the theatre. 

Before the lamps were lighted, the assistant 
at the little fancy-stationer's across the road had 
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twice observed Mrs. Barker's maidservant run- 
ning out for a four-wheeler, once at three, and 
next at five o'clock. Both departed from No. — 
with luggage, and the first carried away a lady, 
the second a gentleman. Then a card was put 
in the window which announced apartments to 
let. 

Ten years passed before the man stood in 
London again, and he had changed in the interval. 

" Ashford ! " 

He paused, scarcely determining in his degra- 
dation whether recognition should be a matter for 
congratulation or despair. 

He winced as he witnessed the amazement his 
appearance provoked, the backward step which 
followed the inspection of the clothes that he 
knew were shocking, and the eyes that would 
look haggard in spite of his will. 

** You find me seedy, old fellow ! " The quiver 
of his lips belied the miserable attempt at ease. 
*' Very seedy," he repeated tremulously ; " in fact 
Tm broke." 

When this man before him was a boy, they 
had been companions, and Ashford had " shown 
him life," spending, to give him his due, consider- 
ably more in the process than his youthful disciple. 
There was perhaps a remembrance of this in his 
mind as he inquired, " And what are you doing ? " 
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settling his napless hat with a momentary return 
to his former jauntiness of demeanour, and eyeing 
the partner of his old extravagance wistfully. 

" I ? Oh, I'm running a show — a theatre, don't 
you know; but I must be moving; I've an 
appointment, or I'd say come and have a bit of 
lunch. So ta-ta." 

" One moment, Lindsay. Hang it, it's not 
pleasant to admit, but, by the Lord, I've only 
twopence I can put my hands on. Can you — 
can't you — shove me into something now ? you 
might surely do that." 

"Can you act ?" said Mr. Lindsay, facetiously. 

*' Act ! " echoed Dick ; " of course I can't act, 
you know that ! " 

** Then I don't see what / can do, 'pon my 
honour ! I'm deuced pressed for ready money 
myself this month. Tell you what : if you're 
really stoney, and don't mind * walking on,' take 
this card down to the * Sceptre,' and ask to see 
Mr. Smale. And now I must be off. Ta-ta ! " 

The first impulse of the wretched recipient of 
this favour was to fling the pasteboard in the 
mud; but hunger's influence is very powerful, 
and prudence prevailed. 

That night Mr. Robert Ashford was huddled 
in a whitewashed garret with six or eight other 
supernumeraries, ruddling his cheeks with rouge 
according to their instructions, and mutely asking 
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himself if the limits of destiny had now been 
reached, or if it could be ordained that he was to 
sink deeper still. 

Deeper ? He thought not, as the call-boy s 
shout summoned him, with the whole gang, like 
convicts, to the wings ; he prayed not, as, clothed 
in a miserable travesty of evening-dress, he leant 
there, bitterly abashed by his position, awaiting 
the setting of the ** ball " scene, which was to 
consummate his shame. He reviewed his career ; 
he wondered if he had pluck enough for that 
final plunge which should end it altogether, and, 
while wondering, was pushed aside by one of the 
staff, who bade him roughly, " Get out of the 
leading-lady's exit ! " 

He drew back with a muttered apology, and a 
woman swept laughing past him from the stage, 
followed by a long roar of applause, that sounded 
to his unaccustomed ear like the rattle of artillery, 
muffled and far off. 

"Wot an orkerd chap you are!" said the 
carpenter ; " blowed if yer wasn't standing right 
in Miss Kent's way ! Halloa, mate, wot's up ? " 

It was something down; the *'orker'd chap" 
had suddenly gasped for breath, and, before any 
one could save him, fallen on the floor. It was 
something down ; a woman on her knees beside 
him loosening his collar, and smoothing the hair 
from his poor, wet brow. Pillowed on her lap. 
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the tired eyes opened slowly with a look of 
infinite appeal. Aghast and pitiful, the face 
above him drooped lower — lower yet — till the 
word he would have spoken was hushed to silence 
by her lips. And in that kiss the "super" and 
his wife had met. 



" FlufFums." 



Freddy Ludlow was the son of a rector in the 
shires, and, as he did not manifest any inclina- 
tion for the Church, his father declared that the 
only thing for him was to be a barrister. The 
process by which the rector arrived at the alter- 
native is not very clear, but he did arrive at it, 
and Freddy accordingly went up to Town, and 
ate his dinners, and prepared himself to shine in 
the profession of all others for which he was 
most unfit. 

He was a short young man, with a shock of 
stubborn hair, mild blue eyes, and an expression 
of amiable innocence. To look a fool, when you 
are decidedly the reverse, may be very advanta- 
geous in life, if you are independent of your 
neighbours' good opinion ; but to look a fool if 
you have to rely on their assistance to reach 
the first rung of the ladder, is the next worst 
thing to being one. 

Nobody entrusted Freddy with a brief, and, 
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after a while, he found his vocation distinctly 
tedious. To perspire in court, and make his 
head ache in the acquisition of legal knowledge 
which he would never apparently have an oppor- 
tunity to display, seemed to him stupid. Even 
the view of the tulips, and the murmur of the 
fountain bored him by degrees, so at last he 
allowed his wig to repose in its box, and the 
drab and gray volumes on the shelf to grow 
dusty, and he took to writing comedies, on which 
he wasted his postage-stamps, and which returned 
to him — when the managers did not lose them — 
after many days. 

How long he might have continued the occu- 
pation if nothing had occurred to interrupt him, 
it is impossible to say. As it happened, how- 
ever, when he had amassed a collection of 
rejected manuscripts, considerably bulkier than 
the dusty library, his father died — the end having 
been hastened by the collapse of one of those 
bubbles which seem especially blown for the 
destruction of. widows and parsons. He died, 
and Freddy was left with nothing but his sorrow 
and a hundred pounds. He was not very 
practical, but it was obvious to him that he 
would have to earn a living now, and, as the 
shock left him capable of reflection, he began to 
ask himself what he should do. 

As a result, he decided to go on the stage. 
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He had a passion for the stage; if he could 
not write for it, he would act on it. He had 
not the least idea that his appearance intensified 
the difficulty of his obtaining an engagement a 
thousand-fold, and he betook himself to an agent, 
to whom he imparted his desire, and paid a 
booking-fee. 

The agent was an affable man, but slow — 
so slow that presently the hundred pounds 
was only fifty ; and, in view of the fact, 
Freddy visited other agents, all of whom seemed 
strangely to resemble the first gentleman in their 
characters. 

Then Freddy answered advertisements in the 
theatrical papers, but nobody ever answered 
him^ and he was within measurable distance of 
despair and a clerkship, when, through the 
interest of an acquaintance in the Temple, who 
also dabbled in dramatic literature, he found 
himself ''walking on" in evening dress at a 
West End theatre, with nothing to say, at a 
guinea a week. 

The piece did not run very long, and in the 
next one there was not a " ball scene,*' and so 
no " guests " were required ; but, having scented 
the footlights, he felt that any other vocation 
was henceforth impossible, and he had profited, 
moreover, by the conversation in the dressing- 
room. 
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He now understood that he had wasted his 
time and his money by pinning his faith on the 
agent fraternity before he had played some parts, 
and gained a few ** notices ; " and, on the same 
principle, he realized that it was useless address- 
ing graceful letters to managers who had never 
heard of him. The only thing he could do was 
to bombard them with introductions. He went 
to his friend in the Temple again, and lured him 
into an adjacent bar, and by-and-by — so bene- 
ficial is the judicious application of dry sherry ! — 
meek little Freddy Ludlow was "shivering his 
timbers," in a nautical melodrama, to an audience, 
with a discomfiting habit of making facetious 
remarks. 

Still it was a stock season, and it meant 
experience. He murdered a new part every 
week, and sometimes to applause. After the 
seafaring-party he played a London "rough," 
" doubling " it with a good clergyman, who came 
on in the last act, and established the hero's 
innocence. Then they put on Arrah-na-Pogtie, 
and he was cast for the Serjeant, and when he 
uttered the famous line to the effect that his 
prisoner was "A man in trouble, and not a 
badger in a hole to be baited by curs like you ! " 
he brought the house down, and subsequently 
shed tears of triumph in his make-up box. 

To follow him through all his vicissitudes 
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would be as unprofitable as he found his pro- 
fession. It is enough to say that when he had 
been on the stage for three years — counting the 
intervals between his engagements, which were 
a good deal longer than the engagements them- 
selves — he discovered, to his surprise, that his 
pen, which he had never relinquished, had 
become quite as valuable a factor towards a live- 
lihood as the theatre. 

He had taken to writing short stories, and 
as he was even asked for these sometimes by a 
certain appreciative editor, and no manager ever 
asked him to go and join his company, he 
gradually hung about the stage-doors less and 
less, and sat at the table in his bedroom more 
and more. 

One day he was offered the chance of doing 
the theatrical notices for a minor periodical. It 
was a very minor periodical, and the salary was 
proportionate ; but the income would at least be 
regular, and Freddy took a decisive step. He 
abandoned his hope of becoming an Edmund 
Kean with an alacrity he had never conceived to 
be possible, and called himself proudly a dramatic 
critic — though the laundry-bills for so many 
dress-shirts were a consideration. 

Later on he returned to his first love, and 
wrote another play ; but this time he collaborated 
with a dramatist of some position, and for 
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eighteen months basked in the belief that his 
fortune was made. 

It was a drama — at once sensational and 
domestic. There never was so strong a drama, 
nor had any novice, since the world began, had 
such luck as he in finding a well-known man 
like King willing to work with him ! His future 
was assured now ! A Woman's Crime was sub- 
mitted to one of the best houses in London, and 
the management was delighted with it, and 
talked of putting it on next. Somehow, though, 
when the time came, they did not. On the 
whole they did not know that it suited them. 
It was a pity that they had not said so in the 
first instance, but, albeit a little damped, the 
authors despatched it somewhere else. 

Here certain alterations were suggested, with 
the intimation that if they were made, the piece 
would be produced in the spring. Freddy did 
not approve of the suggestions — he considered 
they were "artistically wrong" — but his partner, 
who had more worldly wisdom (and a large 
family to bring up) said that **so long as the 
damned thing was 'done,' that didn't matter a 
straw ! " and they therefore went to work, and 
chopped and changed as instructed. 

The literary carpentering and joining took a 
good deal of time and thought, and, in spite of 
all their pains, it was not so well constructed a 
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piece after they had finished as it had been before 
they began. The manager, however, signified 
approval of the manner in which his hints had 
been followed, and so they drew a breath of 
relief, and smiled the smile of labour rewarded. 

Their satisfaction, alas! had been premature, 
When the spring came, it was not A WomatCs 
Crime which was put into rehearsal. The 
manager said he should probably do that in the 
autumn ; and when the autumn came, he said he 
should most likely do it in the spring. They 
asked him desperately if he would advance a 
couple of hundred pounds on account of fees, and 
he " feared it was impossible." Then they threw 
up their arms, and took the manuscript away 
from him, and Freddy told his collaborator he 
might keep it, as a souvenir of their association. 

But it was an awful blow to him, though he 
attempted to take it fighting. Until the prospect 
vanished, he had not known how entirely he had 
been relying on it, and now his scanty means, his 
obscurity, and his thirty years combined to make 
a situation that crushed him. He felt suddenly 
tired and hopeless. He wanted to get on — to be 
famous. Instead he was living in one room in 
Bloom sbury, and dining for a shilling. It had 
been endurable while he had something to look 
forward to — even he had not thought about it 
much then, accepting the life cheerfully— but after 
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dwelling for eighteen months in a castle in Spain, 
it made his heart ache. He felt like an exile who 
has dreamt of Piccadilly and wakened to the Cape. 

No further possibility of greatness occurred to 
lighten his gloom, and he plodded on drearily. 
It said something for his sweetness of disposition 
that he did not vent his disappointment in spiteful 
criticisms for the minor periodical at this period. 
He used to sit in the stalls, and clap his hands, 
and his "copy" was as fair as usual. If he 
envied the blissful beings whose names were 
blazoned to all London on the hoardings and the 
omnibuses, he kept it to himself, and refrained 
from remarking that " the reception of the latest 
musical comedy was another instance of what 
rubbish may hit the public taste." 

So things went on until a misfortune happened. 
The minor periodical died of a weak circulation, 
and Mr. Frederick Ludlow was out of office. 

The cessation of a salary, small as it had been, 
was a serious matter to him. He made a gallant 
struggle; he wrote sheafs of short stories, and 
sent them out broadcast, but, as most of the 
papers that accepted them kept him waiting six 
months for his money, his industry did not avail 
him much. 

He got into arrears with his landlady, and lay 
in bed half the day because he felt his hunger 
less there. He often dined on a pipe because it 
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was cheaper than a chop, and he pawned his 
watch and chain, and a ring that had belonged 
to his father, and his evening-suit, which he did 
not require any more. 

He had been — or had called himself — a literary 
man for so long now, that it was a process with 
him to realize that his pen was useless. He 
hoped against hope until the humiliating truth 
forced itself into acknowledgment by sheer per- 
sistency. Well, his writing would not keep him 
— it was obvious, he owned it ! His difficulties 
were not temporary ; they had come to stay. He 
was a failure, a complete, ignominious failure, and 
— there was nothing for it — he would have to go 
back to the stage ! 

He was ashamed to beg the influence of the 
barrister who had helped him to get his foot in 
years ago. The barrister was quite a big man 
now, and he had not got on a bit ! No, he could 
not do it. He called on all the agents instead, 
and quoted his experience. He wrote to his old 
managers ; and he tramped the hot pavements of 
the Strand daily, trying to look cheerful when he 
met an actor of his acquaintance, but nervous of 
stopping to talk to him for long, because he could 
not afford to ask him to " come and have a drink." 

The last engagement that he was able to men- 
tion was so very remote that he found it almost 
as hard to return to the boards as it had been in 
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the first instance for him to get on to them. And 
he was older — his appearance had not improved 
with time. Inconsistently, too, and as if Nature 
had been anxious to add insult to the world's 
injury, he had put on flesh. He was now stout 
With his tubby figure, and his bristling hair, and 
his mild little eyes peering out of a weary face, 
he was as unpromising an applicant for a " part " 
as any stage-manager was likely to receive. 
People looked at him and smiled. Everywhere he 
went he was told there was " no vacancy." His 
exit was always the signal for subdued laughter, 
and it was remarked "how funny it was that a 
man like that should be bothering the agents!*' 
But it was not funny for Freddy — not at all. 

At last he did secure an engagement. It was 
an awful, a terrible, descent from what he had 
expected ; but he took it because he had to take 
it or starve. 

He "went out "with the touring company of 
a London success, as prompter, and to play three 
or four small parts, for twenty-five shillings a 
week. During the first act he stood in the wings 
with the book in his hand ; and in the second, he 
appeared on the stage as the Foreman of a jury. 
For half of the third, he was in the wings again, 
and then he had a few lines as an Arab sheik, 
and so on. 

They " opened " in Wigan ; if anything could 
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have intensified his depression, Wigan would have 
done it, but nothing could. A touring company 
has more grades and sets than society in Bedford, 
and lowest of all who figure in the programme 
— ignored by the Lover, and scorned by the 
Chambermaid — is the prompter who plays small 
parts. To be sure the prompter in his turn may 
look down upon the baggage-man, but Freddy 
was denied this compensation because it was not 
in his nature to look down on any one. 

He went back to his lodging after the first per- 
formance miserable and exhausted. The constant 
and hurried changes of costume, coupled with his 
nervousness — for the stage was so new to him 
again that he was nervous even with half a dozen 
lines — ^had thoroughly worn him out. It was not 
until the following night that he really began to 
take stock of his surroundings — or that he knew 
either how wretched he was going to be. 

His nervousness was observed, and provided 
material for excellent jests. He was nicknamed 
" FlufFums," which, in theatrical slang, signifies a 
gentleman who " fluffs," or stumbles in his part. 
He was really such a curious little man that it 
was refreshing to chaff him ! He might have 
escaped otherwise, as being lowly and beneath 
one's notice, but the Heavy Mother had declared 
he was "consequential," and the adjective was 
found descriptive; and a "consequential prompter" 
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was an anomaly that could not be tolerated for a 
moment. 

Freddy grew used to the hasty " changes " as 
the week went on, and he schooled himself to 
stand in the wings holding the 'script, without 
wincing ; he grew used to everything except the 
raillery and disdain. When he reflected that a 
few months since he had lolled in the West End 
stalls, a dramatic critic, and that then his com- 
panions of to-day would have bowed, and scraped, 
and contemplated him with reverence, his soul 
revolted. But he could not hint at his former 
grandeurs — that would be ridiculous. He was 
now a prompter, and must be content to be 
regarded as one. What he had been once had 
nothing to do with it 

From his humble position in the wings he 
commanded a good view of the stage, and by-and- 
by, when everybody was sure of his part, and 
there was no need of a prompter's services what- 
ever, a peculiarity was remarked in " Fluffums.'* 
It was pointed out that he was never absent from 
his post during Miss Bellamy's big scene. No 
matter that she, like the rest, was letter-perfect 
now, no matter how swift a toilette it might 
necessitate! No sooner did the scene approach 
than down " Fluffums " bustled, and stood in the 
prompt-entrance, looking at her with eyes that 
never wandered from her face. 
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And of course it only meant one thing, though 
that thing was so wild, and ludicrous, and un- 
precedented, that it was some time before the 
company could credit it. The prompter had 
fallen in love with the leading lady ! 

He only lived to be noticed by her. He was 
jealous of everybody she spoke to — on the stage 
and off. He even envied the property-man, for 
there was sometimes occasion for Miss Bellamy to 
address a few words to the property-man. To 
himself alone, the futile prompter, she never had 
need to speak, nor did he dare to devise an 
excuse for claiming her attention. 

She was pretty, Maud Bellamy, and rather a 
clever actress, albeit she was still in the provinces, 
and admitted to being twenty-six. Her vicissi- 
tudes too would have filled an interesting chapter, 
but she had risen to dazzling heights compared to 
Freddy, and when somebody told her that she 
had "made a conquest, and his name was 
Frederick Ludlow," she did not even know who 
was meant. After the joke was explained she 
smiled faintly, and begged the other " please not 
to be so absurd " — because she was a personage. 
But, all the same, she looked at Freddy the next 
time she passed him — ^because she was a woman. 

And henceforward Freddy was conscious that 
Miss Bellamy knew he was watching her during 
her big scene; and Miss Bellamy would instinc- 
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lively glance across at the prompt-entrance as she 
tottered through the O.P. archway in the snow- 
storm, to assure herself of his presence. Once 
he was not there — he could not help it — and when 
he met her in the wings later, waiting to go on in 
the last act, she stopped and asked him the 
reason. 

*' Mr. Ludlow, do you know you nearly made 
me forget my lines ? " she said. " I missed you, 
and it made me nervous." 

Not so nervous as he! His heart thumped, 
and he stammered at her with a flush on his face. 

" I — I beg your pardon — I was very sorry ! 
Mr. Shorey couldn't play to-night, you know, and 
his understudy had to go on, and / had to take 
the understudy's part I was 'changing' at the 
time of your scene." 

She nodded, smiling. 

" It doesn't matter ; I wondered what had 
become of you, that was all. It is a very good 
house, isn't it ? " And she passed on. 

It did not occupy thirty seconds, but it was an 
event that sent him home happy, and it was the 
forerunner of other fragmentary conversations 
which made him happier still. She knew he was 
attracted by her, and she saw he was a gentleman, 
and, though his position in the company prevented 
her taking his devotion seriously, it interested 
her, and was not unpleasant. It seemed to her 
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rather pathetic that a man of education should be 
fulfilling such ignoble duties, and she was sorry 
for him. Not very sorry, and not very interested, 
because her ambitions did not leave much room 
in her mind for sympathies of any sort, but just 
a little, yes, or she would not have provoked 
comment by condescending to talk to him. 

That was at the beginning, and the develop- 
ment was somewhat slow, because Freddy felt so 
handicapped ; but by degrees he taught himself 
to throw off the feeling of restraint, and by 
degrees Miss Bellamy found that she was giving 
him encouragement. 

Still she meant nothing by it ; only now she was 
treating him as an equal, and flashing just such a 
glance at him sometimes as she would have shot 
at the leading-man, or any other admirer who 
stood on a level with her. It was not considerate, 
and she knew it was not ; it was not dignified, 
and she knew that too ; and so she lectured herself 
in her dressing-room one night, in the process of 
changing her frock, and then adopted a manner 
so very distant towards him that, after twenty- 
four hours of suffering, he went up to her and 
begged for an explanation. 

" Have I offended you in any way, Miss 
Bellamy ? " 

She tried to look as if she did not understand. 

** Offended me ? No — what makes you ask ? *' 
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" I was afraid that perhaps I had. You — you 
are not being so kind to me ; you are different/' 

" I did not know." 

" No ? I have felt it. . . . You aren't angry ? " 

'* Why should I be ? Of course not. But " 

"Goon!" 

" Do you think it is very good for you that we 
should talk together quite as much as we have, 
Mr. Ludlow ? Isn't it better that you should not 
see so much of me ? " 

He stood gazing helplessly at the stage; his 
unconcealed misery was very flattering to her. 

" I feared it meant that," he said. " Somebody 
has " 

*' Somebody has done nothing — I have been 
thinking myself. And I've come to the conclusion 
that I have not been sensible. If I did not like 
you I should not say it ; I should not mind. 
But I do like you, and — there my cue ! " 

They were behind a canvas door, and she 
darted forward, and opened it, and made her 
entrance with a peal of laughter which jarred 
upon him this evening, although he knew it was 
in the part. 

When the curtain had fallen, and all the players 
were preparing to go home, Freddy waited at the 
foot of the ladies' staircase for Miss Bellamy to 
come down. He asked her if he might walk as 
far as her lodgings with her, so that they could 
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discuss the matter quietly, and, as she had already 
displayed all the wisdom possible to her in such 
a connection, she said he might, and he did, and 
the result was a foregone conclusion. 

She said she should always be his friend, and 
it was because she was his friend that she wished 
him to see less of her. And he said that to have 
her friendship was the greatest earthly honour 
and happiness that he dared aspire to, and so 
might he not talk to her just as much in future, 
and even more ? There was really nothing to 
be urged against it, put like that — it was simplicity 
itself; and she let him hold her hand for a 
minute and a half at the gate, while telling him 
he was only to think of her as a sister. 

Maud Bellamy had satisfied her conscience, 
and from that date she flirted with " FlufFums " 
wickedly. It was not an honest, open flirtation, 
it was a sly, sneaking, insidious thing, much more 
deadly, which did its damage under an alias. 
She called it their " interest in each other," and 
their " interest in each other " used to take him to 
her apartments to tea on an average three times 
a week. He brought her flowers, and she would 
wear them at the theatre in the first act ; and he 
told her something of his life, and she listened 
with deep, attentive eyes ; and he cried to her 
how wretched his present position made him, and 
she comforted him with the '* platonic *' pressure 
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of slim white fingers — affecting not to understand 
that it principally made him wretched because it 
placed her out of his reach. 

And meanwhile he thought her an angel, 
though socially she was only a vain, agreeable, 
and rather selfish woman who was amusing her- 
self with him. Almost every woman not posi- 
tively tedious has the desire to be unconventional 
at some period or other, and — conventionality 
being, after all, a relative standard — for a country 
actress to be unconventional is difficult. Miss 
Bellamy had overcome the difficulty when she 
determined to flirt with the prompter. 

How long the novelty would have pleased her 
under ordinary circumstances who shall say ? 
Not many weeks probably at best, but as it was, 
the end of Freddy's illusion was precipitated by a 
new arrival on the scene. 

The leading-man was transferred to another 
company, and his successor was quite an Adonis, 
who once had actually played in London. The 
glamour of the metropolis clung to him still, and 
the cut of his numerous suits of clothes was 
positively fascinating. And he paid marked 
attentions to Miss Bellamy, and the lady did 
not repulse him. Freddy beheld it all, sick at 
soul. 

Francis Knight, the new leading-man, and 
Miss Maud Bellamy used to stand and talk 
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together, with low voices, in the wings and 
passages, and one evening, when Freddy came 
upon them, quite by accident, Miss Bellamy 
frowned at him, and turned aside impatiently. 
As he passed on, she evidently said something 
about him, for her companion burst into laughter, 
and the low-comedian, who had observed the 
incident, winked at the " villain " with apprecia- 
tion. 

Then the chaff took another form, and it was : 
"Fluffums, beware of Jealousy — it is a green- 
eyed monster ! " or " Fluffums, why so merry ? " 
or " Look at Fluffums' nose — does it hurt you 
now it's out of joint ? Ha ! ha ! ha ! the time will 
come, no matter, Fluffums ! Pistols and coffee 
for four!" Which was all very witty, but, as 
Freddy was not a boy, scarcely in the best of 
taste. 

It took him some time to realize that her 
pretences had meant nothing — that her earnest- 
ness and sympathy had been all humbug — even 
though he was invited to tea no longer, and often 
met her walking with Knight in the streets. It 
is doubtful, indeed, if he would have realized it 
when he did but that she very nearly told him so. 
Of course it was his " fault " — it was one of those 
situations where the man is wrong whatever he 
does. Of course he had "brought these hard 
words on himself," and she had been mercifully 
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anxious ''to spare him the pain of the inter* 
view!" He had gone to her lodgings and 
[ appealed to her. 

'* My dear Mr. Ludlow," said the leading-Iady, 
with uplifted eyebrows, " I don't know what you 
complain of ! I can't permit any friend to dictate 
to me which members of the company I may 
speak to." 

Then he had done more. The " secret," that 
had never been a secret, was openly avowed, and 
he told her that he loved her, that he worshipped 
her, that her coldness was breaking his heart. 
He declared that he was not her ''friend" — had 
never been her " friend " — and that she knew it 
as well as he. 

Miss Bellamy stared at him in a long silence. 

" So," she said slowly, " this is my return for 

consenting to believe you ! I warned you that 

I was being unwise, and I let you persuade me 

against my own judgment Well, I should have 

► known better ; it serves me right ! " 

" Maud ! " gasped Freddy. 

" Please don't call me ' Maud,' and please don't 
let us have any discussion ! I made a mistake, 
and there is nothing more to be said. I was 
your very good friend, and I hoped I might 
remain so ; but you give yourself the airs of a 
husband. And something else : when you come 
spying round the theatre after me, to see what 
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man ' I am talking to, you do a thing I don't 
allow." 

" Spying ? " he protested. " I ? Oh, I have 
never " 

" If it hurts your feelings to be told the truth, 
you have only yourself to blame for it. You 
leave me no alternative when you come here and 
reproach me. Now, good afternoon, Mr. Ludlow. 
I am sorry my friendship was so misplaced. I 
may say I think you might have shown a little 
more gratitude for it — considering ! " 

The colour sank from his plain face as if she 
had lashed him across it She met his gaze 
stonily, shrugged her shoulders, and sneered — as 
she did at the " villain " in the piece. 

" Please shut the door quietly after you,'* said 
the leading lady ; " my head aches." 

He went — enlightenment had come, and the 
darkness had fallen; and he was the Foreman 
of the jury, and the Arab sheik, and the rest of 
it the same as usual that night. But every nerve 
in his body was tense with pain, and if Miss 
Bellamy had known all he was feeling, perhaps 
when she came into the green-room and found 
him crouching there, woebegone in a property- 
chair, she would have refrained from remarking 
audibly that she had " always understood a green- 
room was reserved for the Principals." 

He got up and walked out, with a look towards 
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her like a kicked dog, and she surveyed her 
figure in the pier-glass, and powdered her nose 
again complacently. 

How far they were from suspecting the de- 
velopment that twelve more hours would bring ! 

When Freddy rose the following morning, it 
was Saturday, and Saturday being treasury, it 
was necessary for him, like everybody else, to 
present himself at the theatre at one o'clock. He 
felt so broken, he had suffered so much more 
keenly about her than she was worth, that before 
meeting her again he went into a bar to try if 
he could pull himself together with some brandy. 
The Era was lying on the counter in front of 
him, and mechanically, scarcely knowing what he 
was doing, he began to turn the leaves. As he 
did so, the title of A Woman's Crime leapt out of a 
page in capital letters, and struck him in the eyes. 

It was being produced — in London ! — at the 
Royal West-Central Theatre! The house was 
" Now closed for rehearsals of A Woman's 
Crime, by Messrs. J. V. King and Frederick 
Ludlow." The production would introduce a 
surprising mechanical effect. There had never 
been so strong a company before — even at the 
West Central — as the one which the enterpris- 
ing management had secured for A Woman's 
Crime. So much was expected of the piece, 
that the largest sum of money ever paid before 
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the first night had already been offered to the 
authors for the American rights. And of course 
his collaborator had written to his old address 
more than a month ago, to tell him all about it, 
and the letter had never reached him ! 

He grasped the paper with both hands. Fires 
flashed in the sunshine, and he thought he was 
going to fall off the three-legged stool. He was 
no longer " Fluffums " the despised prompter. 
He was a London playwright, a personage to be 
conciliated ; a few months more, and he would 
be a rich man ! A sob shook him — of joy and 
thanksgiving, such as he had never known in his 
life, and he reeled out into the street as if he 
were drunk. 

The company were all on the stage when he 
had composed himself sufficiently to put in an 
appearance, and he noticed that, as he entered, 
everybody looked towards him with a questioning 
air. Some one in the group was holding a copy 
of the £ra, and presently Mr. Knight crossed 
over to him, and the others hushed their con- 
versation to listen. 

" Any relation to the author, Ludlow ? " said 
his rival, doubtfully. " I see King has been 
collaborating with a man of your name for the 
West Central." 

"He has been collaborating with me,** said 
Freddy, with great distinctness. "I'm afraid I 
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shall have to leave you all very shortly, to super- 
intend the final rehearsals." 

Yes, and Miss Bellamy was among the group, 
and heard his answer ! And their eyes met, and 
then she turned away with a look on her face 
that made him feel sorry for her in the midst of 
his triumph. It does not often fall to the lot of 
a provincial actress to have a London dramatist 
in love with her, and as she thought of what 
Freddy could have done to push her forward, 
and certainly would have done, it needed all her 
self-control not to burst into tears. 

He was not chaffed or slighted any more 
while he remained with them. He was con- 
gratulated violently, and slapped on the back, 
and called " dear boy " ; and he was pressed to 
have whiskies-and-soda, and asked if he would 
"use his influence" on various people's behalf. 
Never was there such a startling change known 
as that which occurred in everbody's bearing 
towards the prompter ! There was only one 
person who did not come up to him and wring 
his hand, and ** hope he would not forget old 
friends in his prosperity;" there was only one 
actress in the provinces who, for years afterwards, 
was remarked to show a strong distaste when a 
certain subject of theatrical interest was men- 
tioned. Her name was Miss Maud Bellamy, 
and the subject was the Rise of " Fluffums." 



Sketches. 
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To Miss Verschoyle. 



Decidedly one of the plainest women you ever 
saw in your life, but when she began to sing you 
forgot her face. You thought of your ideal woman 
whom you had never met — of the books you 
meant to write — of the country dimpling under an 
April sunrise — of anything you loved or yearned 
to love. And then, as she continued to sing, you 
thought of Miss Carmichael herself, and she made 
your heart stir just as if she had been beautiful, 
and for thirty seconds after she rose from the 
piano you had to struggle against an impulse to 
fall at her feet. 

I ought not to have gone there. To me a 
woman's first duty is to be good-looking. She 
may of course do more — she may, for instance, 
be lovely — ^but at any rate she should be good- 
looking, if she would justify her existence in my 
eyes, and Miss CarmichaeFs spell, brief as it was, 
was dangerous. It displeased and bewildered 
me when I "came to." It made me feel as if 
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I had been behind a horse over which I had 
nearly lost control. Yet how could I deny my- 
self the delight of listening to her divine voice ! 
And, for that matter, the evil effect was delicious 
also while it lasted — something like that which 
one imagines opium or hashish eating must pro- 
duce. Think, I could say to myself whenever 
I would, " To-day I will go and be breathlessly 
in love for a minute ; for the space of one minute 
I will taste the excitement of adoring a woman 
with all my being!" A moral drunkenness, a 
vice, if you desire to call it so, but one which 
few men are able to command ! I was constantly 
swearing I would give it up, only to find myself, 
a week afterwards, at the door of the Earl's 
Court flat again. And things went on like this 
for six months, when I met Norah Verschoyle 
at Hampton. 

We were both staying with the Liddingtons. 
She did not take much notice of me at first — 
perhaps that was what stimulated my interest in 
her — but I was sensible of the warmest admiration 
the moment we were introduced. She was very, 
very pretty ; insolently pretty, if I may use the 
term, and she wore big, shady hats, and white 
frocks, and her hands were the softest little 
darlings that ever played with a punt pole. 

I used to look at Miss Verschoyle's hands and 
wonder what it would feel like to hold them. 
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Foolish people may suppose that it feels the 
same to hold one woman's hand as another's, 
but that is quite a mistake. It is different every 
time, or we should seldom hear of a man being 
engaged more than once in his life. 

On a certain Thursday afternoon, after our 
acquaintance had progressed, and I had sculled 
her down to the back-water, I sat with my gaze 
riveted on those hands of hers. They lay in 
her lap, and I observed that they had browned 
a trifle with exposure to the sun. The delicate 
veins were as blue as the sea round the island 
of Madeira, and they were if anything more 
kissable than before. 

" Isn't it heavenly ? " she murmured. 
I agreed ; it was heavenly. " Don't you want 
to talk ? " 

" What shall I say ? " she asked. 
" Anything you like — or nothing. For myself 
I am perfectly content." 
'* Then I'll dream." 
" Do ! " 

Her eyes drooped — re-opened, and met my 
own, which had wandered to the white lids ; I 
thought she looked conscious. She unfurled her 
sunshade. The fascination of the hands was 
upon me again. 

" Let me help you," I said. 

I touched one — it was warm, thrilling ; it sent 
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a shock up my arm like an electric battery. I 
loved her, and I detained it in a clasp. 

She uttered my name with remonstrance and 
surprise. I had gone too far to retreat, even 
had I wished to do so. Her fingers and my lips 
met, and my lips were scorched. Her face glowed, 
and softened. I meant to ask her to be my wife, 
and I foresaw that I should not plead in vain. At 
that very moment Lady Liddington was heard 
calling to us from the bank, and the opportunity 
was past She had brought me a telegram re- 
calling me to town. 

We all went back to the house together, nor 
was there any chance between luncheon and the 
time my train started for me to speak to Miss 
Verschoyle privately again. 

However, we understood each other — I was 
sure of it ; and I travelled up to Waterloo with 
exhilaration. I called on the solicitor whom I 
had to see, and arranged to affix my signature 
to a necessary document the first thing the 
following morning. Then I should be free to 
return to Hampton, and could propose as ortho- 
doxly as was required. Almost I whistled as 
I bent my steps towards my chambers after 
leaving him. Norah was fond of me — was wait- 
ing for me, ready to say *'yes." Rapturous 
reflection ! And what jolly rings there were in 
the jewellers' windows ! 
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I stopped, and inspected one more closely. 
As I did so, some one exclaimed : " Mr. Craven, 
how d'ye do!" and turning, I saw Miss Car- 
michael. 

I thought how dowdy she looked as I responded 
to her greeting. She was going home, and I 
offered to see her as far as the Temple Station. 

" Where have you been ? " she asked, as we 
walked along. " Do you know that it is more 
than a month since we have seen anything of 
you ? " 

I explained that I was staying on the river. 
Though she was so plain^ she was an amusing 
talker, and when she begged me, if I had 
no better occupation, to accompany her to the 
flat, and have some tea, I was not inclined to 
refuse. 

I went, and when tea was over I said, " Won't 
you sing ? " I was in the mood for music, more 
especially for Miss Carmichael's music. She 
smiled assent, and seated herself at the piano, 
while I lay peacefully back in an armchair by the 
window. She never wanted one to turn the 
leaves for her ; that was one of the charms of 
her performance. 

" What will you have ? " she said, glancing at 
me across her shoulder. 

I hesitated. " * Whatever you do will sure be 
right,' " I hummed. 
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" Oh, please ! " she murmured with a mock air 
of suffering— she could not tolerate the drawing- 
room ballad — '* Do you know Bizet's ' Vieille 
Chanson ' ? " 

She struck a few chords, with an indifferent 
touch, and then her voice rose. And her voice 
called " Norah ! Norah ! " and showed me the 
back-water and the boat anew. The trees 
swayed, and the birds in the branches began to 
twitter, and the water sparkled, and my heart 
was aching so with love that I wanted to lay my 
head on my dear one's breast, and feel those 
fragrant little hands stroking my hair. 

Suddenly I was again in the parlour ; the last 
note had died, and Miss Carmichael was looking 
an inquiry. 

" Don't stop, I beg you ! Go on, do ! " 

She obeyed. But why did she not take me as 
before to the river "i I remained in the Earl's 
Court room this time, and by degrees I was 
satisfied not to leave it. I was listening with 
trembling nerves to Miss Carmichael herself, or 
rather not herself — to the other M iss Carmichael, 
who had always magnetised me while she sang. 
She drifted from the ** Solvieg's Lied " of Grieg 
into some Gipsy Songs of Dvordk's ; and I wor- 
shipped her ! Drunk or sober, I said that to hold 
this woman in my arms, and to feel her breathing 
there, would be the greatest consummation of 
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my life. Never before had the mastery she had 
established over me been so irresistible and 
complete. I left my chair, and leant on the piano, 
gazing down upon her. She had drawn me there 
with her voice, and now she pulled me closer 
with her eyes. I did not think her beautiful — 
even in my madness I knew that she was ugly — 
but there was a fascination in her ugliness that 
I was unable to withstand. I looked at her, con- 
sumed with a fever. I forgot that her dress was 
ill-fitting and shabby ; I forgot that when she left 
off singing she would be merely a plain and 
ordinary person again. While she did sing, she 
was as potent as Helen or Cleopatra, and I adored 
her. 

As she finished I caught her to me. 

" I love you," I said, " didn't you know ? I 
have loved you always ! " I thought it was 
true. 

It was a grand moment ! 

But now I am engaged to Miss Carmichael, 
and Norah must be wondering why I do not 
return to Hampton. She will consider I have 
behaved very badly; two men whom I invited 
to dinner, and confided in, consider I have 
behaved very badly. Nobody seems to realize 
that I could not help myself— that I am the 
victim of circumstances over which I had no 
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control. It is in the faint hope of justifying 
myself to Miss Verschoyle that I have written 
this narrative. The danger of my Siren seeing 
it IS small — ^besides, if she does, she may be 
offended with me, and let me off. 



Posthumous. 



There have been moments, in thinking of her, 
when I have found it impossible to realize that 
she was going to belong to me one day. I 
suppose most men happily engaged have known 
that " too-wonderful-to-be-true " sensation, but 
with myself I must now call the feeling a pre- 
sentiment. It is a question whether I should 
have the right to marry any woman since I have 
learnt what this cough of mine signifies; but 
Lilla ! how can I make Aer my wife, and condemn 
her to exile in a colonial village for the rest of 
her days ? Lilla, to whom the world means 
London and " mamma " ! 

" Go to the Cape, and there is no reason why 
you should not live for years. You say you are 
a literary man ; you can work as well there as 
here. But to remain in England will kill you." 

I hear the words still. Still ? They have 
been beating in my head ever since I walked 
out of the consulting-room, and stared at the 
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street that had altered somehow. I must go to 
the house this afternoon, and tell her. But it 
is our " good-bye," and she loves me ; it is a 
horrible duty. I may break down myself. I 
wonder if she will ever marry anybody else now ; 
if it is selfish ? I would not say it to any one, 
of course, it would sound ridiculous — but I don't 
think that many people can care for each other 
so much as Lilla and I do. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

I believed I could write. I am no more able 
to express the love I feel for this beautiful wife 
of mine, the supreme tranquillity of our life 
together, than I am able to describe a perfume ! 
I try to tell ^r sometimes, but the words won't 
come — even to Lilla, who is no critic, who 
cares nothing for the phrasing, and only for the 
sense. We have been married six months. How 
can I show myself grateful enough to her for the 
sacrifice she has made ? If ever I should be 
tempted to be irritable or impatient, I need 
merely recall that afternoon in England when 
the tears ran down her white face, and she threw 
her arms round my neck, declaring she would be 
my wife in spite of everything, that the exile 
was preferable to our parting. 

We have a little villa here in Wynberg, with 
a garden hidden from the road behind gigantic 
cacti. It is very quiet, but the climate is 
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exquisite ; I feel a new man under this sky which 
has the deep blue colour of the sea we saw 
around Madeira. My writing-table is screened 
from too great a glare by the foliage of a huge 
camelia tree ; and a French window opens on to 
the stoep^ where Lilla sits, in soft white frocks, 
and reads or works, until I join her. In the 
evening we wander out, like two children, to 
explore — and lose ourselves —or buy an enormous 
basket of purple grapes from one of the neigh- 
bouring vineyards for a shilling, going back to 
eat them on the lawn under the stars, while we 
watch the fireflies glinting in the hedge, or a 
"bush fire," bright for miles, burning on the 
heights of Table Mountain. 

It was awfully silly, because I knew; but I 
have just said to her — 

" Are you quite sure that right at the back of 
your head, you aren't thinking all this a tiny bit 
dull, Lilla .? " 

If ever there was an Angel upon earth 

I am not in banishment, I am in Paradise ! 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

I have been working very hard. It is pleasant 
to remember that my last book made a success 
at Home, now that I am engaged on another. 
I read some chapters yesterday to Lilla — she 
liked them. How fortunate it is she does take 
an interest in my profession ! Unless you go to 
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Government House (which we don't) the society 
here is desperately limited; an ordinary girl 
accustomed to London gaieties would bore her- 
self to death. Even as it is, I can't help asking 
myself sometimes if she is as contented as she 
says she is. I dare say I am mistaken, but now 
and then I have fancied she is moping a trifle. 
I pray I am mistaken; it would be a terrible 
reproach to me otherwise ! The mail is just in, 
and she is reading her mother's letter ; after her 
mother's letters I always think she looks dis- 
satisfied. However, I am inclined to be hyper- 
sensitive, no doubt ; under the circumstances it is 
natural. I expect, if I put it to her, nobody 
would laugh more merrily than Lilla at my 
" mare's nest ! " 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

The second anniversary of our wedding-day ! 
We indulged in a little jaunt to Sea View, and 
dined at an hotel. Not so lively as I should 
have liked to make it for her, but the resources 
are few, and the programme was the best I could 
devise. A man certainly assumes a great re- 
sponsibility when he allows a young girl to agree 
to live abroad with him all her life ; if she is 
tired of it, I cannot blame her! If it were a 
pecuniary interest simply that I sacrificed, I 
would take her back to England to-morrow, 
but, meaning what it does, it would be an outrage 
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on her tenderness to suggest such a thing. The 
novel is progressing very well ; in fact, it is 
nearly finished. A few more chapters, and it 
will be ready for the mail. 

♦ « ♦ « ♦ 

Lilla had spoken rather slightingly of the 
physician's opinion once or twice of late. No- 
thing tangible — it was more her manner than 
her words — but it has made me wonder, sup- 
posing I did propose to return with her, whether 
she might not be willing to agree. It is a 
shameful thought to have ; I know I am unjust 
to her in harbouring it, only I can't get rid of it 
quite ; it sticks, and writhes at odd moments. 
She is in the garden — I have just been to the 
window, and she smiled. When I look at her, 
I hate myself that I can wrong her so deeply as 
to imagine she would consent ! My novel is 
done, but I do not feel so exhilarated as I 
ought. I am restless, I cannot get the doubt 
out of my mind. I know she would refuse, and 
yet 

She is back on the stoep ; she is embroidering 
in a deck chair : I can see the shadow of her 
figure on the floor. I will put the question to 
her ; I will say to her, " Let us go Home ! '' — I 
have said it. 

There is a silence while I count my heart-beats. 
Two reels of silk clatter from her lap to the 

u 
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ground, and roll along the boards ; and then her 
voice, broken with delight — 

"You darling! Oh, how Heavenly \'' gasps 
Lilla. 

I have added *' Fin " to the last page. 



Nemesis. 



He was a very good boy, but he had an ideal — 
that was what ruined him. In his early youth 
he had been fascinated by the short story " From 
the French," and the aim of his life was to mould 
himself upon the hero. 

These short stories are always imparted by 
a young gentleman, against his will, to a guest 
who has admired the study of a woman's head 
which he keeps in his portfolio, and "starts 
visibly to perceive." He always exclaims that 
he did not know it was there — though it sounds 
unlikely — and then sits lost in thought, to 
"rouse himself with an effort,'* and communi- 
cate its romantic history without tautology or 
hesitation. The literary man who bites his 
pen between his paragraphs, is envious of this 
achievement 

Young Mr. Pettifer was envious, albeit not a 
literary man — he was a clerk in a ship-broker's 
office — and though he had no excuse for pur- 
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chasing a portfolio, he did as well as he could 
without one. 

When any other of the clerks paid a visit to 
Pettifer s lodging, there was generally a cheap 
photograph lying where it would be noticed, and 
as soon as Pettifer was asked about the original, 
he would make an ostentatious attempt to conceal 
it, and murmur gloomily, *' Don't question me, my 
friend ! " 

He had a habit of displaying sudden emotion, 
also, at the chance mention of any place or year, 
so that if conversation touched upon Ashton- 
under-Lyne, or eighty-seven, Pettifer would be 
the startled prey to acute recollections, and gaze 
with a far-away air into his buried past. A blind 
beggar under the window, with a penny whistle, 
could frequently revive such painful associations 
in his mind that he was obliged to hurry from the 
room. 

The trouble with him was that he had no 
imagination : he was unable to sustain his imita-* 
tion of the hero. When a sympathetic accountant 
pressed him for particulars, his narrative was 
bald, and lacked probability. He hinted at suffer- 
ings in a northern town at a date when the 
accountant knew he had been in Bermondsey. 
And he acquired photographs that might be 
bought at the print-shops, and which stamped 
him a liar. So he was chaffed, and unhappy, 



Nemesis. 293 

and cast about him for means to confound the 
scoffers. 

The " means '* occurred presently in the form 
of a damsel who dispensed buns and poached 
eggs in an "A. B. C." — initials which might 
appropriately stand for "Awfully bad coffee," 
but do not. She permitted Pettifer to offer her 
little attentions ; detailed, she accepted *' button- 
holes '* from him, and let him shake hands with 
her when he left. Her Christian name was 
Sarah, for which Pettifer was sorry ; but she 
was a pretty girl — the only pretty girl ever dis- 
covered in an "A. B. C/' shop — and he always 
thought of her without the " h." Impatience to 
obtain her likeness with a tender signature at the 
back, used to keep him awake at night, but things 
were a long time progressing so far as that, and 
in the meanwhile the incredulity about him con- 
tinued to wound his self-respect. 

By-and-by, however, she consented to walk 
once round Lincoln's Inn Fields with him before 
she took the 'bus home, and a week or so after 
that he suggested the Crystal Palace and fire- 
works. Sarah said she didn't know " if mother 
would like her to," but she would ascertain. For 
herself — she blushed. 

" Mother " apparently had no objection, and 
they went — in hansoms, and first-class compart- 
ments. He soon began to find he was spending 
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more money than he could afford, and revelled 
in the knowledge. This was as it should be, he 
felt. If she neglected him at tea-time, he went 
out in the evening, and drank two glasses of beer 
desperately, and hoped he would look haggard 
and dissipated when he presented himself at the 
office next day. He complained of the sparse- 
ness of opportunities for talking to her alone, 
and she answered that there were "plenty of 
inks and paper." Stimulated by their abundance 
and the reminder, he wrote Sarah many pas- 
sionate epistles, for the rapture of having love- 
letters in reply, to leave on his mantelpiece. He 
smiled with the consciousness that he was 
vindicating his veracity nobly, and at this stage 
produced overwhelming evidence to crush his 
detractors to the earth. 

But he was not fond of her at all ; that is the 
point of it. He did not dislike her, he was 
deeply grateful to her, but as to being in love 
with her, not an atom ! After he had begged 
for the likeness, and received it, and every- 
body knew about her, he proposed to retire 
from the acquaintance. Only he had reckoned 
without Sarah. Sarah said she had always 
understood they were engaged to be married — 
and so had "mother." She told him that men 
could not trifle with young girls' affections as 
he seemed to suppose, and inquired how much 
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he would like his letters to her read in court. 
There was such a thing as " Lor," she said 
mistakenly. 

Pettifer turned a light shade of green, and 
surrendered to pressure. To do him justice, he 
framed the best tale he could out of the circum- 
stances, but the materials were scanty, and would 
not have lent themselves to much embroidering 
even by defter fingers. Two or three of us had 
dropped into his diggings one night, and his 
melancholy was so very unfeigned that somebody 
commented on it, and demanded explanations. 

Young Pettifer shuddered, and then got up 
with a valiant effort to realize the hero at the 
moment when he "rises from his chair, and 
silently unlocking the escritoire between the 
windows, takes from it a faded miniature." He 
took Sarah's likeness out of his chest-of-drawers, 
and held it up. 

"This, gentlemen," he said, "is a portrait of 
the lady who to-morrow will become my wife ! '* 

It was dramatic ; and we all congratulated 
him, and had whisky-and-water. The truth only 
leaked out afterwards. It was an awful punish- 
ment to overtake a harmless liar. Sarah has 
developed into rather a shrewish little person 
to-day, and her prettiness is more of the house- 
maid kind than ever. Her jealousy of her lord 
has certainly subdued his tendency to leave 
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photographs about his rooms, but those who 
liked poor Pettifer are inclined to pronounce 
the remedy worse than the complaint. It is 
unnecessary to state that this story is designed 
to be included in a Sunday-school book ; the 
moral is so obvious that its destiny is assured. 




A Romance of a Coffee-stall. 



It was as unpretentious a little coffee-stall as 
could be. Almost the last thing in the world 
you would have thought of connecting with a 
romance, or, under ordinary circumstances, have 
done so much as think about at all. No polished 
copper-boiler beamed seductively upon the cab- 
stand opposite to enhance its natural attractions ; 
no new-fangled, patent double burner, flinging a 
meretricious radiance across the hunks of stale 
bread-and-butter, professionally known as " door- 
steps," tended to relieve its gloom. 

Night after night for ten years it had stood at 
the same corner as invariably as the lamp-post ; 
and night after night, during the last three, its 
outcast-clientele of the homeless and the half- 
starved, creeping to its shelter from the thorough- 
fares beyond, had never failed to notice the 
peculiar fact that the proprietor's eyes were 
always the most hungry in the crowd. Ravenous 
wretches, whose choice of a lodging lay between 
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the bridges and the casual-ward, remarked it with 
astonishment; women with terrible faces that 
had once been innocent, commented upon it 
amongst themselves; it passed into a byword 
in time — " As hungry as Daddy Doorsteps' eyes! " 

The man interested me from the beginning; 
there was a something so patient, and yet so 
hopeless in his gaze, which haunted me almost 
against my will. An unaccountable fascination 
in an indolent life, but after that occasion when I 
first saw him peering out into the darkness, I used 
often to stroll southward from the club before 
returning to my rooms, and once in the small 
hours when trade was slack, and the snow lay 
thick upon the London pavements, he told me his 
story — if it can be called one — told it so simply, 
that I think he only made it more pathetic, and 
then I knew why " Daddy Doorsteps' " eyes were 
always hungry, and what it was they sought. 

" I'm looking for my girl, sir ! " he said wistfully 
— " her who left me three years ago, and I haven't 
never heard on since. 

" ' Take care of our child, Joe,' said her 
mother, ' when I'm gone ! ' And I promised her 
I would. 

" Milly was a little bit of a thing then, as the 
neighbours used to call 'pretty baby,' not old 
enough to understand. But as she grew up, and 
the name seemed to fit her just the same, she was 
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still known as * Baby ' down the court ; and we 
was everything to one another, Baby and me ! 

" Folks said I spoilt the lass, and made a lady 
of her, but I couldn't bear the thought of her going 
out to service, and getting them soft white hands 
of hers rough with work. It sounds strange, I 
dessay, sir, my feeling like that — me not being a 
gentleman neither — ^but it was just a common 
man's pride. 

" So she teased me to let her earn some money 
by sitting to the artist people instead ; models got 
a living so easy, she had heard, and besides, we 
could be together that way much the same ! 

" That's how it was that one summer evening 
when she came in, she brought a pictur' with her, 
painted by some swell who had seen her in the 
studios. He was only an amateur, she said, and 
had told her she might keep it for herself. It 
was her own portrait. Not as I had ever seen 
her — quite different, and grand, with a great 
bunch of yellow roses on her bosom, and pearls 
twisted in her hair. 

"I could hardly believe it was my little girl 
right off! 

"*Why, Baby,' I says, laughing, 'I didn't 
know you was so beautiful as this ! ' 

" * Didn't you, father ? ' she says, curious-like, 
and turning away. * Perhaps that's only how he 
sees me I ' 
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"She hung it over the mantel-shelf; but I 
never got fairly comfortable with that pictur' a- 
looking down on me ; it spoilt my smoke, sir, just 
as if a stranger was always in the parlour — a 
stranger there was no getting friendly with! 
Them smiling lips was very lovely, of course, but 
it wasn't my Baby's smile, and I fancied her best 
in the old stuff gown she used to wear at home. 

" I suppose I must have been blind, for I never 
thought of harm, not though she used to be gayer 
now than I had ever known her, and all of a 
sudden drop down into a chair so quiet that I 
was frightened she was ill. One day when I 
kissed her, she burst out sobbing, and asked me 
about her mother. 

" ' You haven't never missed your mother, 
Milly, have you ? ' I said — ' her you can't re- 
member ? You haven't been unhappy nor lonely, 
dearie, with me ? " 

" * You've been father and mother too, daddy,' 
she says, sorrowful-like, and putting her arms 
round my neck; 'the kindest father a girl ever had!' 

" I've often been glad to call up them words of 
hers since, for that was the night she went. * Gone 
away,' so her letter said, ' with the man who loved 
her, and had solemnly swore to make her his 
lawful wife.' Her dead mother heard that oath, 
sir, and Heaven will judge him now he's broke it I 
— for only shame could keep her silent. 
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** I don't live in that house no more — the 
furthest place that I could find was homelier than 
home when she was gone ; but I still held on to 
the old stall — I'm a-waiting here for her I 

"And some time when that villain has aban- 
doned her, and she's in this big, cruel city all 
alone — maybe with a little child upon the breast 
where he once put them yellow roses — she'll think 
of her poor old father, and come home, to be 
forgiven, and to rest. . . , Are you going, sir } " 

Yes, I was going. The tale was told ; the stars 
were.growing fainter in the sky ; and in the chilly 
light of dawn I saw the man was crying. I 
looked back once ; his was the solitary figure in 
the deserted street — he was watching for her still. 
Only death will end his vigil ; only death can 
give the wanderer back to him again. Stunned 
and conscience-stricken, I knew it ! For / had 
been the villain of whom he spoke, and to the 
"rest" which is eternal, his baby already had — 
gone "home." 
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A Reverie. 



Rebecca is in the bedroom, dressing, and Lucy 
— who looked very sweet in her simple frock — 
has gone to some entertainment at her school. 
So I am alone. The armchair is very soft, and 
the room is quiet, though overhead I can hear 
my wife faintly as she moves to and fro between 
the wardrobe and the toilet-table. Her feet are 
heavy. I am glad that she is going to the 
Jacobs's. It will be a rare treat to me to spend 
the evening by myself. The fire seldom bums 
so clearly, I think, as it does now, and my cigar 
tastes better than usual. Rebecca makes me 
sick; she is so fat, and her laugh — Gott ! her 
laugh means so little ; and all my nerves jump 
when it shakes her. Yet a good woman! and 
once she did not irritate me. Nor, had she not 
been good, would she irritate me now. That is 
a fact ; few wives would have done as much as 



\ 



A Reverie. 303 

she did ! I ought to remember it, but, instead, 

she makes me remember 

Himmel / how one smokes when one thinks ! 
Let me have the box beside me. In the tobacco- 
wreaths I see myself as I was fifteen years ago ; 
and I see the apartment in which I lived with 
Dora. How small it was ! — on the first floor of 
a lodging-house ! But with its refinements also, 
the pretty, little, inexpensive trifles which girls 
like Dora purchase and contrive. Why did I 
not marry Dora ? My parents would have been 
horrified — she was a Christian ; I cannot think 
of any other reason, though at the time reasons 
must certainly have appeared numerous to me, 
for I do not recollect that the idea of marriage 
with her ever disturbed my peace. Perhaps 
because she did not worry me with entreaties! 
She had been very poor and friendless when I 
met her ; she may have fancied, in her sensitive- 
ness, it would be ingratitude to ask me for more 
than I had done. And she loved me ; oh yes, 
she loved me dearly ! And the business was 
my father's in his lifetime ; I could not have 
afforded to displease him. She must have known 
that ! She must have known I could not quarrel 
with him, even if I had wished, though I 

did not 

Fervently, although it is all past and the shrub 
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that was planted on her grave has grown big 
beyond the railings, I hope she did not grieve ; 
I have wondered many times — since ! She was 
so gentle and — I will say it — pure, that it has 
seemed to me she must often have suffered while 
she smiled and kissed me. And she died, and 
was buried, and the child — ^the baby Lucy — ^was 
given to strangers to be nursed. How long ago 
it feels — in another life. But I wish that Lucy 
might have called me " Papa ! " . . . Where are 
the lights ; my cigar is out ! 

Rebecca : She was slimmer when her family 
made up the match between us. Yes, and good- 
looking; and my sorrow for Dora was faded — 
two or three years had past I was already my 
own master, and trade was brisk. I was happy 
with Rebecca. I gave her many diamonds, and 
the other women envied her, and at home we 
got on very well. If we had had children of 
our own, I wonder ? 

Lucy was four when Rebecca took her. She 
asked no questions; to this day she has never 
asked me anything. It shows a big heart ! She 
is like a mother to Lucy. Shall I ever forget 
how grateful I was ! The tears came to my eyes 
when she said " yes." She should be worshipped 
for such a generosity — but Lucy reminds tne so 
of Dora. 
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Not at first — ah no; just a little thing not 
able to talk plainly yet ! It was afterwards, 
quite lately, that I noticed the wonderful re- 
semblance. She is fourteen already — a, tall, slim 
girl with the tiniest hands to be conceived, and 
with every move she brings back Dora before 
my eyes. She has the same features, the same 
trick of smiling sometimes with the mouth a little 
to one side ; she grows more like Dora every 
day. There are hours when I look at her across 
the table when my wife and she and I sit at 
meals together, and my throat gets tight. The 
past is suddenly alive again to me, and I would 
spring up and put my arms round her neck, but 
Rebecca might guess the truth, and it would pain 
her to the heart if she suspected. Yet it is true, 
and I cannot help it, that in the child who re- 
minds me of the dead so vividly my wife has 
a rival here on our very hearth. It is Lucy, 
whom she consented to adopt, who shows me 
innocently that my wife is fat and silly ; it is 
Lucy, who, as I watch her at her lessons, recalls 
to me the thoughtful face of the girl I used to 
love. And I regret ! Ah, the good Go^i forgive 
me, but I regret with all the soul of me, and 
would be young once more, with Dora by my 
side, and see her by my side to-day ! . . . How 
warm it has become ! the window should be open 

X 
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such a night . . , Rebecca has come downstairs. 
She wears her black satin, and powders her nose 
again before the mirror. She persuades me to 
accompany her ; I shall be *' dull alone ? " 

" My head aches ; otherwise Adieu, enjoy 

yourself, my dearest ! " 



THE END. 
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ductions In four Colours, and decorations 
in line, after Water-colours by W. 
Russell Flint. 1?he Edition at Luxe 
has four additional Plates in Colour and 
may also be had bound in pigsldB with 
clasps, 2^, net. 
Tlie Conf^ssUms of Saint Ai|g«s- 
tlne. Translated by Dr. E. B. Pusey. 
Edited by Tehplb Scott. With an In- 
troduction by Mrs. Meynell, and 12 
Plates by Maxwell Armfield in four 
Colours. The EDITION de Luxe has the 

Elates mounted, and may also be had 
ound in ptgskfn with clasps, 25^. net. 

Large crown Svo, cloth, js. 6d. net each ; 
parchment, lo^. 6d. net each. 

Vomea of Florence. By Prof. Isi- 
DORO DEL LXJNGO. Translated by Mi^RY 
Q. Steegmann. With Introduction by 
Dr. GuiDO BiAGi, 2 Coloured Plates and' 
24 in Half-tone. ' 

The Master of Game: The QNtiest 
English Book on Hunting. By Edward, 
Second Duke of York, Edited by W. A. 
and F. Baillie-Grohman. Introduction 
byTHEODOSsRoosEVBLT, Pliotogifavure 
Front ispiec e a nd23 full -pagelllustr ations. 

AlOT^EMlJ5~WARD'S~Woiriks 

Crown SvOi cloth, with PortraTt, sis. 6d. ; 
post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2.?. 

ARTIST "(the Mind of the): 

Thoughts and Sayings of Artists on their 
Art. Collected and arranged by Mrs. 
Laurence Binyon. With 8 full-page 
Plates. Small cro\<rn 8vo. cloth .3^.6rf.net. 

ASHtON (JOHN).— Social Life 
in tbe Reiffn of Queen Anne. With 
85 lUustratiuns. Crown 8Ta cloth, 3L6d, 



AUTH0R5 for th^ MKPKpnrJ 

Mostly compiled by A. H. HtAXt. i6ino, : 
cloth. 2s. net each ; leather, 35. net each. 

Vh^ Fo^siet SfttelieMnr. 
The Pocket Charles Dlokens. 
The Pocket Richard JefTerles; 
The Fopket) 0e6rge MaoDonald. 
The Pocket finferson. 

he Pocket Thomas Hardy. 

he Pocket Oeortfl iBliolL 

he Pocket Charies Kiii^Aey. 

he Pocket Ruskin. 
The Pocket Lord Beaoonsfield. 
The Flower of the Hin^ 



AUSTEN WANE). The Works of, 

in Ten Volumes, each containiiig Ten 
Illustratioijis in Colour by A. Walus 
Mills, With Notes by R. Bribiley 
JOKNSON. Post 8vo, doth, 3^. 6d, net per 
vol, The Novels are as fpUows : I. and 
■^ II., PRIDE AND PREJUDICE: III. 
and IV., SENSE AND SENSIBILITY ; 
v., NOiofHANGBR ABBEY ; VL, P^R. 
SUASION; VIL and Vltl., EMMA; 
IX. and X.. MANSFIELD PARK. 



AYSqOUQH (JOHN), Nove|s byl 

Cfowp 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Oatsiders— and la. 
M0z«o^ioriio. 
Hurdc^ti. . ,■ 



BACTERIA, Yeast Fungi, and 

Allied 5pecie«, A SynoDfi^ef. By 

W. B. Grove, aA. With 87 inustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth.. 3*. 6d. 



BAItDON (H. B.). — Robert 

Louis Stevenson: A Study. With 2 
Portraits . Crown 8v#, buckram, 65. 



BALLADS and LYRICS of LOVE, 

selected from PEffev's 'Rcflques.* E6^4k 

with an Introduction by P. SlDGWicK. 

With 10 Plates in Colour after Byam 

SHAW. R.l. Large fCap. 410, cloth, 6*. tet 

IiO^ndary Ballads, selected from 

Percys •Relique.s.' Edited with an 

Introduction by F. SlDGWiCK. tt^ith 10 

Plates in Colour aftei* BTAM SHAW, R.I. 

Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 65. net. 

*«* The above a volumes may also be had in 

the ST. KARTW's Library, pott Svo, cieth, gilt 

t«p. is. net each; leather, gilt edges. 3 j. net each. 

BARD5LEY (Rev. C. W.>.— 

Bngllsh $iiriiaBaes! their Sources 
and bt guifications. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7j. 6d. 

BARGAIN BOOK (The). By O. E. 
Jerningham and tRWis Bettany. With 
9 Illustrations and 9 "tabular Charts. 
Demy Svo. cloth, ys.6d. net. " 

BARINa-aaULD(S.), Navels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo. 
illustrated hoards., 2$. teth: Povolml 
Editioi^s, medium 8vo. 6d. each. 
Red Spider . I By«« 

BARlCER (ELSA).— T&e Son df 

Mary Bethel. Crotyn Svo, cloth. 6^. 



BARRCAMEUA E.).— Love will 

Venture in. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Od. ; 
Ch eap Editiok, cloth, is. net. 

BARR (RO^ieT), Stories ff. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each. 
In a Steamer Ohair. With 2 liiusts. 
Proni iVhose Btfdriie, &c. ^itfi47 

Illustrations bjy HAL Hurst and others. 
ReYentfel With 12 Illustrations by 

Lancelot Speed and others. 
A Woihan Intervenes. 
A Prlnc# of Good F^llonrs. With 

15 Illustrations by E, T- StTtUVAN. * 

9h# Un changiiiig Ba st. 

The S]peci3ilatroiis oi^oJim St^ile. 

Crown Svo, cloth, $s. 6i. ; PoptitA? 
Edition, mediiira Svo, 6d, 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



BARftETt (FRANK), Novell by. 

Post 8vo, lllust. bds.. 2s. ea.;cl., 2s. 6d. ea. 
The Sin of Qlga ZhmouUqIi. 

John Ford; andim Helpmate* 
A Ri^omntf YeDg«inbe« 
Honest D ayte. | Lteat. BaraAba*. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth. 31. (uL each ; post 8vo, Ulust. 
boards, aj. ea^ ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Sound Qoilty. 
or Iiove 4|id Hononr. 

Betwecm lAttk and ]>«ath« 

Fettered for Lite. 

A^Hnssintf Witness. Witn 8 niusts. 

The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. 

The Harding SoandaL 

A Prodigal's P|fogress. 

Fdlly Mo rrison. 

Crown'Svo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each. 

Under a Btranf^e Mask. With 19 
lUi^&trations by £. P. BrewtnaLL. 

Was She Justified? 

lAdjr S^dHm. 

The Brror of Her Ways. 

The Obliging Husband. With Col- 
oured Frontispiece. 

Perfidious Lydia. With Frontispiece 
by DddLby Tknu akt. 

Feti^ere4 tor Life. Popular Edition, 
mbfHum 8to, 6d. 



BARRINQTON cM 1 C H A £ L), 

Novels by. 
The Knight of the Golden Bword. 

Crown 8V0, cloth. 6$, 
The Lady ^ Trtp^i. With lUu»- 
trations. Oown 8vo, buckram gilt, 5^. 



BASKERVILLB (JOHN): A 

Utmoir, By Salph Straus and R. K. 
Dent. With 13 Plates. Large quarto, 
buckram. 21s, net. 



BATH (The) In Diseases of the 

5kin. Bv J. L. Milton. PostSvo, ix. : 
cloch, 15. od. 

BEACONSPiBLD, LORD. ByT. 

P. O'CONNOR. M.P. Cipw nSvQ. cloth. $$, 

Dl5c. — Tile 
of Cancer. 



BESANT and RICE, Novels by. 

Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3& 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
Ulust. bda. 2«. each ; cl limp, 2s, dd, each. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy* 

The Golden Butterfly. 

My Little Girl. 

With Hfupp and Grown* 

This Son of Vulcan. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

By Celia's Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet 

The Seaqoiy Side. 

The Case of Mr. Luoraft. 

'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay* 

The Ten x ears' Tenant. 



BEARD (JOHN), 
Bnzyme Treatment 

With Illusta. Demy 8to» cl., ys. W. wgt . 

BENNETT CARNOLD), Novels 

by. Crown Sio, cloth. 34. 6d, each. 
Leonora. I A Ore^t Han. 
ToMsa of Watling Street, with 8 

Illustrations bv FRANK OlLLETT. 
Tales of the PUrm Towns. | Hugo. 
Saorod and Profane Love. 
Anna of the Five Towns. 
The Gate9 of Wraths 
The Ghost* f The City of Pleasure. 
The Grkhd Babylon H otel* 
Saored and Profane Love. Che:ap 

Edition, crown 8vo, is. net. 

Popular EDmoNsTinedium 8vo. 6d. each. 
The 6ran4 Babylon Hotel. 
T he City of Pleas u re. 

BENNETT (W* cT).-Soiig8 fori 

5sUor«. Poit 8to, cloth, zs, 1 



BE5ANT (5lr WALTER). 

Nevei« by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 

each ; cloth limp. 2s. 64, each. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 

With la Illuf tratiooa by Fred. Barnard. 
The'Captains' Boom, &c. 
AU in a Garden Fair. With 6 lUus- 

trations by Harry Furniss. 
Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece. 
Unole' Jaqk, and other Stories. 

Slldren or Glbeon. 
e World Went Very Well Then* 

With 11 Illustrations by A. ]Porbstisr. 
Herr Paulus* 
The BeU of St. PmI's* 
For Faith and Ffe^dom. With 

lUusts. by A. Forbsti^ and F. Wadd^. 
To Call Her Mine, &c. With 9 lUusts. 
Tl^f H^ly Bpse, &c. With Frontispiece. 
Armorel of L^Oh^sse. With la lflu<«ts. 
St* Ka^heriile's by the Tower. 

With ta Illustrations by C. Green. 

?'erb6na Camellia Stophanotis. 
h0 Ivory Gate. 
Th« Bebel Que^n. 
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice. 

With 12 Illustrations by W. H. Hyde. 
In Deacon's Orderf , &c. With Front is. 
Th# Bevolt of MiLu. 
The Master Craftsman* 
TfcA Cit y of Refuge. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 3*. 6d. each. 

A Fountain Sealed* 

rate Ohangeling. 

mie Fourth Generation. 

gme orange GirL With 8 lUustration* 

by F. PXGRAM. 

The Alabastwp Box. 
Sh* Lady of Lynn. With la Illustra- 
tions by G. Demain- Hammond. 
Mo Other Way. with la lUustraUons 

Crown 8vo. picture cloth, flat back, 2*. each. 
St. Katherine's by the Tower* 
The Rebe l Queen. 

Fine Paper Editions, pott Svo, cloth, gilt, 
2s. net each ; leathei:, gilt, 31. net each. 

London. 

Westminster. 

Jerusalem. (In collaboration with Prof. 
E. H. PalMbr.) 

Sir Riehard Whittington* 

OasnaMl de oSugiiyr^ 

All ions and Oondltiona of Mea« 
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BESANT (Sir V^aXUry-continued. 
CHKAP Editions, cr. 8vo, cloth, x*. net each. 
The Alabaster Box. 
Yerban a i^amelila Ste phanotta. 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, td. each 
All Bopts and Conditions of If en. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
Ready-Money If ortiboy. 
By Celiacs Arbour. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The MoiiKS of Thelema. 
The Orange Olrl. 
For Faith and Freedom. 
Children of Oibeon. 
UorothyForster. | No Other Way. 
Armorel of l»yones«e. 

Demy 8v<), cloth, ^s. 6rf. each, 
I«ondon. With 125 Illustrations. 
Westminster. With Etching by F. a 

Walkkk. and 130 lUiistrations. 
South Iiondon. With Etching by F. a 

Walker, and 118 lUustratlont. 
Bast Liondon. With Etching by F. a 

Walker, and 56 Illustrations by Phil 

May. L. Raven Hill, and J. Pkhnbll. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^. 6tf. each. 
Fifty Tears Ago. With 144 lUusts. 
The Charm, and oUier Drawing-room 
Flays, s o Iilus. by Chr is Hammond, &c. 

St. Katherine's by the Tower. 

Cheap Edition, picture cover, 1*. net. 
The Bulogy of Richard JefTeries. 
With Portrait Crown Svo, buckram, ts. 
Art of FiotiOB. Fcap. Svo, doth, is.net. 



BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA : A 

series of the Classics of the Romance 
Languages; the Original Text, with, 
where necessary, Notes in the Text lan- 
guage. Small Svo, single parts, 8^. net 
per vol. ; cloth, single parts, is, net per 
vol. Where two or more units are bound 
in one volume the price in wrapper re- 
mains Sd. per unit, tu„ two cost Uo^d. ; 
three cost 2s. ; four cost 2s. 8d. In cloth 
the additional cost is ^, for the first, and 
id. for each succeeding unit : t,g,, one 
unit costs u. ; two cost is. Qd. ; three 
2s. 6d.: four 3s. sd, 

I. Moli^re: Le Misanthrope. 

3. Moli^re : Les Femmes savantes. 

3. Comeille: Le Cid. [thode. 

4. DescartCMiS Discours de la me- 
5-6. Dante : Divina Commedia I. : 

Inferno. 
7. Boccaccio: Decameron: Prima 

^•iornata. 
s. Calderon : La vida es sueflio. 
9. Restif de la Bretonne: L'an 

20C0. 

10. Camoes: Os Lusiadas: Canto I., II 

11. Racine: Athalie. 

12-15. Petrarca : Rerum vulgaritnn 
fragmenta. [Purgatorio. 

16-17. Dante: Divina Commedia II.: 

iX-20. Tillier : Mon oncle Benjamin. 

21-22. Boccaccio: Decameron : Seconda 
giornala. 

33-24. Beaumarchais: Le Barbier de 
bevilic. 



BIBLIOTHBCA k,OIAAmCA—conttM$ud^ 

25. Camoes: Os Lusiadas : Canto III., 
IV. 
36-a8. Alfred de Masset: Comedies et 
Proverbes 
29. Comeille: Horace. 
30-31. Dante: Divina Commedia Iir. : 

Paradiso. ^ 

32-34. Prevost: Manon Lescaut. 
35-36. CBuvres de FranQois Villon 
37-39- Oulllemde Castro: Las Moce- 
dadesdelCid. I.,II. 
40. Dante : La Vita Nuova. 
41-44. Cervantes: sNovelasejemplares. 

45. Camoes: Os Lusiadas: Canto V., 

VI., VH. 

46. Moll^re: L'Avare. 

47. Petraroa: I Trionfi. [giomata. 
48-49. Boooaooio : Decameron : Terza 

50. Corneille: Cinna. 

51-52 Camoes : Os Lusiadas : Canto VIII., 

IX., X. 
53-54 I'* Chanson de Roland* 
55-58 Alfred de Mussst : Premieres 

Poesies. 
59. Boooaooio : Decameron : Qaarta 

giomata. 
60-61. Maistre Pierre Pathelin : 

Farce du XV* siecle. 
62-63. Giacomo Leopard! : Canti. 
64.65. Chateaubriand: Ataia. 

66. Bocoacoio : Decameron, Qalnta 

giornat;). 
67»7o. Blaise Pascal; Les Provinclales. 

BIERCE (AMBROSE).— In the 

Midst of Life. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td. : 
p. S vo, txis. . 21. : cr. Svo, pic'cov. u. net. 

B1NDL6s5 (HAROLD), Nov«U by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, $s. td, each. 
The Conoession-hunters. 
The Mistress of Bonajrentnre. 
Daventry's Dautfhterr 
A Bower of Wheat. 



's Ju-ju. Crown Svo, doth,, 
3s. dd. ; picture cloth, flat back. 25. 



BLAKB WILLIAM): A Critical 

study by A. C. SWINBURNE. With a 
Portrait' Crown Svo, buckram, 6s. net. 
The Marriage of Heaven and 
HeU, and A Bong of Ii iberty. With 
Introdnctlen By F. G. Stokes. A Flor- 
ence Press Book, set in Florence Type. 
Cr. Svo, hand-made paper, quarter-parch- 
ment, 3^. td, net . ; parchment, sy. net. _ 

BOCCACCIO.-Yhe Decameron. 

Witli a Portrait. Pott Svo. cloih, gill 
top. %s. net ; leather, gilt edges, ts. net. 

BODKIN (McD., K.C.) — 5hil. 
lelaflrh and Shamrock. Crown 

Svo, cloth. 3 5. 6d. ' 

BORDEAUX (HENRI). — The 

Parting of the Ways. Translated by 
Ix)iiiSB s. Houghton. Cr. Svo. rl.. 6f. 



BORBNIUS (TANCRED).— The 

Painters of Vicenza. With 15 full- 
page Plaits. Demy 8vo.. cloth, 7*. 6d. net* 
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B0S5ES AND CORBELS OF 

BXBTBR CATHEDRAL. By E. K. 

Pkideaux and G. R. Holt Shafto. 
With Illustrations. Deniy 8vo, clotli, 
7s, 6d, net. 

BOURQET (PAUL).— A Uving 

Lie. Translated by John Db VuLLiERs. 
Crown 8lro, cloth, 3*. 6rf. ; Cheap 
Edition, picture cover, i*. net. 



BOYLE (F.), Works by. Post 

8vo, illustrated boards, 2;. each. 
Chponioles of Mo-Man's Xiand. 
Bavatfe Life. 

BRAND (JOHN).— Observations 

on Ptipular Antlqultief. With the 
Additions of Sir Henky ELLIS. Crown 
8vo. cloth. $s. 64, 

BRAYSHAW(J. DODSWORTH). 

—Si urn Silhouettes : Stories of London 
IJfe. Crown 8vo, cloth. $s. 6d, 

BREWER'S (Rev. Dr.) Diction- 

arie^. Crown 8vo, cloth, m, 6d. net each. 

TtaeR^adar^HandbookorPainoiis 

Names In Fiction, Alliielons, 

Referenoee, Proverbs, PlotSi 

Stories, and Poems. 

A Diotionary of Miracle* : ImitatiTe, 

Realistic, ana Dogmatic. 



BREWSTER (Sir DAVID), 

Worlcs by. Post 8vo, ck>th. 44. fii. each. 
More Worlds than One t Craed of 

Philosopher, Hope of Christian. Plates. 
The Martyrs of Science: Gaulio, 

Tycho Brahb, and Kepler. 
Letters on Matand MatfiO. With 

numerous Illustrations. 



BRIDGE CATECHISM. By R. 

H. Brydges. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, a^. 6d. net. 

BRIDGE (J. S. C.).— Prom island 

te Bmi^lre: A Histofyof thefixpansionof 
England by Force of Arms, with Intro- 
dtictionbyAdm.SirCYPt{lAN BRlDGB,Mflt)s 
and Plans. Lai^e crown 8TO,clotb,6f.net. 



BRIGHT (FLORENC£).-A Girl 

Csplteliet. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6*. 



BROWNING'S (ROBT.) POEMS. 

Large fcap. 4to, doth, 6s, net each ; Large 
Paper Edition, parchment 12s. 64. net 
each.— Also an Edition in the St.Martin's 
Library, post 8vo, doth, aj; net each ; 
leath^, ^t. net each. 

Pippa Passes s and Men aiid 

women. With 10 Plates in Colour 
urterE. FORTESCUS BrIckdale. 
Dramatis Personssj and Dramatic 
Romances and Lyrics. With 10 
Plates in Colour after E. F. Brickuale. 



BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems 

and Novels by. 
The Complete Poetical Vorlu of 
Robert Buchanan. 2 Vols., crown 
8vo, buckram, with Portrait Frontispiece 
to each volume. laj. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3^. 6d. each ; post 8vo> 
illustrated boards, ay. each. 

The Shadow of the Bvord. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. With 11 Illustra- 
tions by F. Barnard. 
tiady Kilpatriok. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Mver. 
Annan Water. | Foxglove Manor. 
The Mew Ahelard.! Rachel Dene. 
Matt: A Story of a Caravan. 
The Master of the Mine. 
The Meiv of Linne. 
Woman and the Ma n. 

Cro wn 8v o, cloth, 3*. 6d, each. 
Red and White Heather. 
Andromeda. . 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d, each. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
Ood and the Man. 
Poxglove Manor. 

The Shadow of the Sword. Largk 
Type, Fine Paper Edition. Pott 8vo, 
, cloth, gilt top, 2s, net ; leather, gilt edges, 
3*. net. ' 

The Charlatan. By Robert Buchanan 
and Henry Murray. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
with Frontispiece by T. H. Robinson, 
^^s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. 



BURTON (ROBERT). — The 
Anateny of Melanclioly. With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, 
doth, fs, 6d. • 



BRYDEN (H. A.).~An Exiled 

Scot. With Frontispiece by J. S. 
Crompton. R.I. Crown 8vo, clofh, 3^. 6<<. 

BRYDGES (HAROLD). ~ Uncle 

Sam at Home. With 91 lUusts. Post 
8vo, ilKist. boards, a;. ;'Cio(hlimrp, 2s^6d, 



CAINE (HALL), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ys, td, each ; post 8vo, 
illoatrated boanta, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 
'aj. 6</. each. 

The Shadow of a Crime. 

A Son of Hatfar. | The Deemster. 

Also Library Editions of the three novels, 
crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. each ; Cukap Popu- 
lar Editions, medium 8vo,portrait cover. 
6d, each ; and the Fine Paper Edition 
of Tne Deemster, pott 8vo. doth,' 

gilt top, a5.net ; le;<ther gilt edges. 3<. net. 

CAMERON (V. LOVHIT). Ihe 

Cruise of tlie *m«ck Prinoe' 
Privateer. Cr. 8vo, cloth, with 2 Illus- 
trations by P. Macnab. 3f. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
picture boards, 2s. 



CAMPBELL (A. GODRfC). — 
Heur- de- CMApi a 'Dauglitef of 
France. Crown Rvo. cloth. 6s. 



CANZIANI (ESTELLA).— Cos- 
tumea, Traditiene, and Soofrs of 
Savey. With 50 IllustratioasinC^-'lour, 
and many in Line, by the Author, Demy 
4to, cloth, 215. net. 
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CARLVLte (tHOMAS).~Oq the 

CARRdtt (LEWIS), Books Jiy. 

Alloa In Vondapland. With la 
Ck>lottred ^nd m^y Line lllnatr^tioas by 
MiUJCBRt ^WBKBY. Mf i^e ^own 6v6, 
cloth gilt, 3*. 6rf. net. ' 

FMdlSg tM Itflnd. Wltli a Prafaee 
by W. H. DRAPBRf Post 8«o, boaWb, 
If. net ; leiif^cr. a». wt. 

CARRUTH (HAVDEN).--thA Ad- 

tlH-M Of Jmim. Witb 17 lUttits. 



Fcap. 8vo, picture eovar, u. : otalh. is, 6d. 



CAi^tBLLANg (MAIlQlitS DB)* 



Tbhics erf M|r 

EIZBIiiA BB MATTOA* 



—Men 

Translated by A. Tk^ 

With 13 Portralta. Dein» <v«, cl.. 6s.ut\ 



CHAPMAN'S (QEORtiefWorks. 

Vol t., Playi CompletiB^ ih^liiding the 
Doubtfa! Ones. — V^l. Ii7l^>^ add 
Minor TraoBlationa, with &»kr bV A. G. 
SVWBiiBNB.— Vol. III.. TranaUtioni of 
the m4 W4 Odyssey. Thc«t Vfill.. 
crown 8vo. clotK -U. fyl. e«rh. 

CHATFIELn-TAYLOR(H. C.;,- 

Paiiie*5 P^tbw«yf ^^^ •vq., ciofh, e». 
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Camoes: OsLusiadaa : Canto III., 

KSh28. Al^ad de Manet: Comedies et 

^^ Proverbes 



VLAVN^CorneUle: Horace. 

for Cn^paiite: Divina Commedia 

CfMttPMMkParadiso. ; 

ColourecMkevost : Manon Lcscaut. 
the 4utkof.\|YPe« de Franpole Villon 
Aiiialiiir Uuemde Castro: Las Moce- 
MM»trati«n8. Vs del Cid, I., II. 

La Vita Nuova. 
by. Pcdt 8VQ. cl*«J 5Novelasejemplar«u 
FaH Pm^rolL ^s Lusiadas : Canto V., 



iir. 



CHAUCER for Chftdren : A Gol- 
den Key. ByMr^ H. R, HAWK15. With 
8 Coloured Plates sind 3b woodoliu. 
Crown 4to, pfoth, $s. 6d. 

Cbauoer fof Soliools. With the Story 
of hifl Times and his Wuric By Mrs. 
n. R. HKVJU19, X>ei|iy *vo. plo|b, a*. H. 

Tbe Fro^ogue to the <)aAtevkapy 
Talell. Printed in blacl(-*letter upon 
hand-made paper. With Illustrations by 
AMBROSK DUDLfT. ^c^p. 4(9, d^c9t^ted 
cloth, red top, is, 6rf. net. 



'^<y M !■»< ■ I _ !■ 



C H E S N E Y (WEATHERBY), 

NoveU by. PtpwD 9vo, cloth, 3;. ^. 

each. 
V1&4 CabXe-maoi. 
'rhe Bomanoe Of «, Qitcieflu 
Tlie Clalln^t. 



CHESS, The Ml^i( aflid Ffactice 

ol; with an Analysis of tho Opeoiings. 
By HOWARD Staunton. Edited by 
R. B. Wormalb. Crown 8vo. elotb. 55. 

She Minor Vaotles of CliefB : A 

Treatise on the Z>^plQyn)ent 6t the 
Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle. 
By F. K. YoqNQ and E. C. HoWULt. 

Tbe HMtings CJiMIM touviMkmjBBt. 

The Authorised Account of the 230 Games 
played Aug.-Sept., 1895. \Vith Annota- 
tions by PILLSBURY, Lasker. TarrA^h, 
ijTBINITS. Scm^>«ltS, TSICHMANN. BaR- 
DELBBBN, BLACKBURNB. OIXNSBBRO, 

TixsLBT, Mason, and AuuN ; Bio^saphi- 
';al Sketches, and as Portraito, EfmMdby 
H, F. CHXSHtRB. Crown 8vo, cloth, Sf. 



Why Fanl Fewo 
m»Dli WtWA 

an d DripiMif ♦ S"^^ 
pOCtlNS ( J, €HUR 
-^Jott^thaiAVwlfl. Cr. 



re. 

onfi. [giomata. 
Cameron : Tcrza 

: Canto VI II., 



BlMlumltn anaoSkolapt 
Mie yp Hfc<e pomedy, j F 

Poit 8vo, illintrated TOards, ir, 6 
!inuiinii|h^tioii. 
A Fltflit laHh Foitun^ 
S«>4et Anne F|ig^ 
B«eet and ^nrfSksr* 



land* 

Premieres 

on 



inti. 
^52iiinta 
iaies. 



$j 



|COLUN$ (WiLKIB), Nov«ls 

Cr. 8vo, d., 3i. fid. each ; postSvo, picti' 

h4 Woman in Vhite. 
She MeonBtone.7MkiiiLttd Wt 
Viie 0e«d aeevet. I Afler 
Tlie Queen of HeavtSf 
No Havui I My MlMellanioa? 
Armadale. I Foor Mlwt Finoii 

Froaen Deey. | A Rogae'e Iiile. 

16: s^ sae&i^* 

The Haunted HotiBl. 

The Fallen iLet^trel. 

Jeieberii Dautfhteis 

Heart and Bel^cei t f* I Say ITo.** 

The Bxl^ OenlttB. t Little l^^ela. 

^nie lieiitoy of Cata. i Blind Lova. 

— ,.... — 



by. 



)B5 



Popular EpjitKoijiS, medium ^vo, 6rf. each. 

Anj^ii^^ I. W*»d lt»pv«* 

The BeadJjeor^jL I ll^jKam 

M^^SBrwm ASeSi^da 

The UfaSnted 99t4Jl< 

rffi. LarobTvps, 




Th^ Woman ii 

FUIb PAVttH ~ 

gilt top. zs. pet : leathw»g^e^«9^, 3^ net. 

The Kvosen p«Mi|k IuCrqs Txps Smt. 
Fcap. 8vo, oloib. u. aei 




l 
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Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



COBBAN (J. MACLAREN), 

THa OlM 9t Souls. Poet 9*o, Uli^ 

fh^ Rid flUlmi* ^j-o^vn ^ dolilii: 

3i. 6(/. ; post ^VCL lUtuttrated bdifd^ 2s, 
The mofdmi W IWMML Crc>#ii 8ib 

ctoth, 3». 6<i. ^ 

cbUHJR-BOOiirs : Toposri^Ai^i^ 

cal. Large f cap. 4td, clodf , adx. ftet each. 

•'thm VticA ot bhhic^ Written a«d 
Iilus. in Colour and Liiie by £. G. KsMfP. 

•Vli# 0alQ|il^ M mdkiii. By OUtE 

M.. PoTTBCt* Witlifr Introduction »y 
D0UGIL.AS S^ADSNf and^ tUu8tratk>ns in) 3 
Colours and S«pia by YosHio JilARKiNb. 

•The CoUmr ot London. By W. J. 

LOjrriE* F.SA rntroduction by H- B. 
SPiBuiiANitf, V.SA.,*iitA IthistrattoitaB in 
three Colours by Y08RI6 MARltx^o. 

•Thfl OolOQip QtPtkriM. fiy MM. l^ 

ACADtmcttsi GoN^cotJsT. £ditca by 
LtciEN DesCavbs. With Introduction by 
L. Btstmr^. translated by M. D. FROSt. 
nin^trated in thr^e Colours aad Sepia, 
with an Essay. Dy VosRTb M ARitii^o. 

DoTon: Its MoorliMida, Stveamk 
and Coasts. By I^dy Rosaund 
NoRTHCOTE. ^thlUuftrationsinThrw 
Cdloars bj^ P. J. ^iD(»iltT. 

•»• St>BciAt Covas Off pure rat Mtr #/ 

From tlis TlMiBSs to tlM BelnA. 

By Charlu Psars. With 40 lUust^. 
in Thref Colouri and Monoehrorae, Lg^: 
fcap. 4t6, cloth, ti^. 6d. net. 

Oif ord trotn Wiihpk, ^ Hugh db 
SiLiNcouKT. Uitb a i^ote and aoJUusts. 
hi Colour and Mohochfome by Yc^Hib 
Marking. Demy 8vo, cloth, 7^. 6d. net.r • 
parchment, iss. htt, 

AJapansssiMr^sttaMMoQll. ^y, 

YO:^HIO MARKiMGf . With 8 Coloured 
and 4 Mohdchrbme Plates. Crowii 8v<i, 
cloth, 6s. net. 

In Uio Ahvmsl : The Coontry atfl! the 
People. By Amis MACDONKUtia With 
la Illustrations is Three Colo«r#by AmV 
Atkinson. Large crown 8vo, d;^ 6s, net 

Vlis Bavbavlans of Morodcio. Biy 

CguntStbriIberg. With u Hhsts. ip 
VHm Colours by DOO«U» t^ox Piif, 
K.F. Large croWn 8vo, cloth, (Sf. net. 

^tf lie Fads of Xanohnrii^ 49^^ 
»ndRnssl«inVui*keitaau W^tteh 
and lUustratedby K. O. KE^. Wlfh at^ 
Plates in C^our and Monochrome. 
I^arge fcap.4to, cloth, ys. 6d, aet 



COMPENSATION ACT (TJ^E), 
ipodt Wfta psyst to wlioiii, to 
whst, and' when it la applicable. 
By A. CLEMENt EDWAltDS. M.P. Crown 
9ioy i s* net : cloth, u. 6d. net. 

t0M|>t<«^(HIBRBfeftt),Novakil,y. 
Thd lAliiiitattld Mrs. Hasslnd- 
ham. Crowri 8vo. cloth, 35. 6d. ; Popu- 
lar Eifit lON^ medium 8vo , 6d. 

Crown bvo cloth, \s, td. each, 
Thd WUfttI Way. 
Tlis Quean can do no Wron||. 
To Dofeat tbie Snds of Justioe. 



COLVILL (HELEN H.).-The 

ly.ciibiitf. Qr6wh sVtf, cloth. 6s. 



COOPER (E, H.), Novels bj. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3^. 6d. each. 
Oeoffory Hamilton. 
yiie M»yqals and Pamela. 



CORNlSif (J. P.).— 5ottr drapes. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 65. 



tC R N W A L L.— P o p u U r 

l^oniances of tha Wcat of Bngrland : 

The Drolls. Traditlona. aud ii^perstttlons 
of Old CprnwaB. CpUected by Robert 
Hunt, F.R.S. With two plates by 

S ROE Cruikshank. Cr.8vo,cL }*'fd. 
DiOCK (C. EGBERT), by. 
Tlie Proptadt of the Great Smoky 
MOOBHdna. Crown 8vo,eloth, 35. 6^.; 
post 8vo, i llustrated boards , oi. 

Ci-dWn 8va, cloth), 3^1 6d. each. 
His Yantstaed Star. | mieVlndtell. 



CRE5|itlirELL (HeNRY). - A 

Lady ni MiarulOk Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 



CRfM (MATT);— Advcnturss of 

S psiv liUl>e|. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31^ 6d, ; 
post 8vd, Ult^tratea boards, 2s. 

CROtkJBTTt^. R.>iMt4 others.— 

Talas of our CoSM. By & R. 
CRociEErr, Gilbert Parker. Harold 
Freixbric, 'Q.,'and W.Clark Rpssell. 
With xx Illustrations by Frank BRi^^ 

Wt^. Crowft 8vo. cloth, xt. 6d. 



JL.*. 



'l-QUHOUN (M. J0.-6verV 

Iircif S SoldVer. Crown 8vo« cloth, 
^,6d,'r Rgt 8vp. Uluatrated bo^r^^^^^. 

-BRgAKlNQ, Hints on. Bjr 

. M. Hutchison. Cr. 3vo. d., is. 6d. 

Wi (ARTHUR), — the 

iltsd Saag, Crown 8vb, elotft, 31. 6d. 





CROKER (Mrs. B. M.), Novels 

by. CrowB 8^3,^ cloth, %s, 6d. ca^: 
post 8vo, iBustrated boards, ar« each ; 
doth limp, U. 6d. eath. 

Sretty ttUAs Neirille. 
Bird Of Passage. | tfr. 9en#lS. 
Dldma BavrMtften» 
9wo BfasCerSw i Interference. 

tFaniKy IitlcMiesss^ 
VnfrirrarsoA. ( Fropor Pride; 

Married o> Stntfle? 
*To Let. ' 

(i^own 8vo. do^, iv. td. each. 
In tbe B^lngdom of Kerry. 
Miss Balmalne's Past. 
JAioii. __ ^ I Beyond the Pdie^ 

VeMn^d.* Wlth6niil8t8.by^PA<A^. 



■^ 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



CRUKBR (B. M.)-£m/i»iicd. 

CcQwn am. ekHb. u U. each. 
Vka Cat-a-pKW. w!tb ii IliutriliaDi 
TIM SMnwli Ifa«U«o«. WLih f 
liiuurby F. PiaRAH.— Abo ■ Chciip Ed. 
wllboul l Huiii.. ptetura co vn. it. dcI. 
Croxn Svo. clotli, 31, bd. SKh : poat 8vo, 
IWftttiiBtl an. I Sopi« 6aa Blaa. 
PmpoF Prlda. | The Oat'a-paw. 



DEAKIN (OOROTHEA). 

by. Crown ivo, cloth, 3 ' 
The Poat Md the Pf- 
rhaPrlnoMiAttieK 

OEFOE (DANIEL). 
--^ j7 bi 



t Bird of P 
Aayond tha raia. 
A FKmilr Ukanaai. 
MlM Baiatalna'a Paat. 
Harrted op Blntfla? 
Th a Raal I.ady Hliaa. 



CftOSSlMAROAREf B.), Noveft 



I KrooHipiiM by 



OppartiiB 



DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The 

HlatotTof. By ASTHCK W.Clayden, 
U A. With IUiai.f)tmySvo.cl.,ioi.W. net. 
DaTan : Ita Moorlanda, Streams, 
and Coaata. By Lidy Rosalinu 
NOBIRCOIC llliutrated In Colours t>y 

Polk Bh jmaa ot Davon : Notice* of 

■ of (he P«]i^e. By WiLLiAii Crossing. 



CRUIff^HANtf!^ COMIC AL- 

MANACK. CompIoU M Two Bxnixs 
the FiBST Irom 183J to 184} ; llii 
S£COMD, fioni lS44to l8j3. Two Voli, 



CUMMINQ (C. P. QORDON), 

Worka tre. Dmiy g*o, d«li,6i.«»eh. 
In tbaHabrldaa. With m UiiaUUIaaK 
■ BlmalaTM and na tha 

■-""■-' ""Ih « llliatraUoni 

I In Oaylim. 



idlanPlalna. WIthii 

i_^Hapi>i;__YM 



Via Cornwall to B 



CU5SANS (JOHN E.).— A Hand- 

baokaf Horaldn; Including I uf — 
~» Tracing FcdJ^ici.Dec<ph( 



eingP«lla™,l> 
L tt »Sth 408 



DAVieS (Dr. N. E. YOKRE^ 

Work* by. Or. 8vo, 1,, m. ; d.. U. M. 
Ona Tbonaand Madloal Kazlii 

and Sarfloftl Blnta. 
Koraary Hfntii a Molhtr-i GMe. 
Tha Dfatatla Obm of Obaalty 

(PoodaforthaPai). with ciupi— 
- " nt of Gout by Wet. 



:lolb. If. 6d. 






DEAtlLLE(JAMES|.~A5tnfig« 

Maniuciipt foood In a Copper 
CyHndar. Ctowd im. cloth, witli id 
lITuMntlons by GiLBiRT Gaul, jj. 6d, , 
pdl 8VQ, lUmtralt -' '-—' 



DEWAR (O. A. B.).-The Airy 



ThaPookatCharlaaDlakaaa: Put- 

ign Ehoua by Alhikd H. Htatt. 



DICTIONARIES. 

K Dlotlonarr of tha bnuna. By 

W.DaVBNPOHTAIMIIS. Votl.{ALoG) 

Tha Baa)dar'a Bdndbooh of 
PUBoni Hamai In Fiction, 
BefeFBnoaa, Ppo- 
-, Bioriei.antf Pr - - 
^BEWut. LL.D. 

MiW , 

. Dogmatic, By 

V. E. C. Brbwkb. LL.D. Crown Svu 



PamlUar Short Sayla^a ofOraat 
Han. with HjttorlcaiAan Explanalory 
NotabySAUUiL A. Bent. AJl. Crown 

loloj^cat. 



ITovda, Pacta, and Phraaa 
I>Jcllon>iy of Curioiu. Quaint, aiu 
ol-(he-Wiy Matlen, By El 
Edwabds. Crown Svo. cloib, 31. 6 



HI ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



DIXON (W.WILLMOTT), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo cloth, 3s. f<d. each. 
The Rptfue of R ye, f Kln^ Hal. 

DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works by. 

Crown 8vo, buckram, 6^. each. 
Foup Frenchwomen. With Portraits. 
Bighteentli Century Yitfnettes. 

In Three Series, each 6s, ; also FlN£'>^ 

PAPER Editions, pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net 

each ; leather, ss. net each. 
A Paladin of Philanthropy, and 

other Papers. With 2 Illostrationii. 
Side-walk Studies. With 5 lUusts. 
Old Kensington Palace, and other 
Papers. With 6 Illustrations. 

DONOVAN (DTcK), Detective 

stories by. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards. 2s. each : cloth, 2s. td. each. 

In the Grip of the E<awi 

lilnk by I<ink. j Caught at Last. 

From Information Reoeived* 

Suspicion Aroused. 

Riddles Read. 

Chronicles of M loh aelD anevitoh. 

Cr. Svo, cU 3f . f}d. each ; picture cL, 2s. ea. ; 

post Svo, boards, 2s. ea ; cloth. 2s. td. ea. 
The Man fipom M anohester. 
The Mystery of Jamiaoa Terrace. 

Crown Svo. cloth'. $«. 6d. each. 
Deacon Brodie : or. Behind the Mask. 
Tyler Tatlook, Private Detective. 
Cr. Svo, ci., 3j. td. ea. ; pict. cC tiat bk. 2^. ea. 
The Records of Yincent Trill. 

Tales of Terror. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. td. each ; post Svo, 

boards. 2^. each; cloth limp, 2s. td. each. 
Tracked to Doom. 
Tracked and Taken. 
A Detective's Triumphs. 
Who Pois oned Hetty Du ncan? 
Crown Svo, picture cloth, 2s. each ; post Svo, 

iilust bds„ 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. td. ea. 
Wanted I t The Man .Hunter. 
Dark Deeds. Crown svo. cloth limp, 

25. td. ; picture cloth, flat back. 2s, 



DREAM BLOCKS: A Book of 

Verse* for Children. By A. C. HiG- 
GINS. Wifh x8 Coloured Plates and mai^ 
other Decorations by Jessib Willcox- 
Smitii. Cr. 4to. picture boards, %s. td. net. 



DOWLINQ (RICHARD). — Old 

Corcoran** Money. Cr. Svo. cl.. 3*. td. 



DOYLE (A. CONAN).— The Firm 

of Olrdlest one'. Crown 8va. dot h. %s. td 



DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. 

Edited by Col. Cunningham. Cr. Svo, 
cloth, with Portraits. 3*. td. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson*s Works. With Notes, 
Critical and Explanatory, and a fiio- 
jjraphical Memoir by WiLXJAU GiPFORD. 
Three Vols. 

Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol.; 
I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II.. 
Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Eraay by A« C. SwinbubMK; VoLIII.. 
Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey 

Marlowe*s Works« OneVoU 

Massintfer's Plays. From Gifpord's 
Text. One Vol; 



DUMPY BOOKS (The) for 

Children. Roy. 32rao, cloth, is, net vrJa 

1. The Flamp, The Ameliorator^ 
and The School-boy's Appren- 
tice. By E. V. Lucas. 

8. The Bad Family. By Vix% 
Fenwick. 

4. The Story of Iiittle Black 
Sambo. By Helen Bankerman. 
Illustrated in colours. 

5. The Boantifdl Lady. By T. Cobb. 

7. A Flower Book. Illustrated in 
colours by Nellie Benson. 

8. The Pink Knight. By ). R. Mon- 
8BLL. Illustrated m colours. 

9. The Iiittle Clown. By T. Cobb. 

10. A Horse Book. By Mary Tourtbl. 
Illustrated in colours. 

11. Little People: an Alphabet. By 
Henry Mayer and T. W. H. Crosland. 
Illustrated in colours. 

12. A Oo^ Book. By Ethel Bicknell. 
With Pictured in colours by Carion 
Moore Park. 

M. The LittleQirl Lost. ByE.RAPER. 

15. BoUies. By Hicharo Hunter. 
Illu^itrated in colours by RUTH COBB. 

16. TheBadMrs.Cintfer. By Honor 
C. Applbion. Illustrated in colour*. 

17. Peter Piper's Praotical Prin- 
ciples. I llust rated in colours. 

18. Little White Barbara. By 
Eleanor March. Illustrated in colours. 

20. Towlocks and his WoodeA 
Horse. By Alice M. Applbton. 
Ill us. in colours by HONOR C. Appleton. 

21. Three Little Foxes. By Mary 
Touktel. Illustrated i<^ colours. 

82. The Old Man's Bag. By T. W. 
H. Crosland, JUus. bv |. R. Monsell. 

23. Three LItUe Ooblina By M. 
G. Taggart. Illustrated in colours. 

25. More Dollies. By Richard Hun- 
ter. Illus. in colours by RtrrH Cobh. 

28. Little Yellow Wang-lo. By M. 
C. Bell. Illustrated in colours. 

28. The Sooty Man. Bv E. B. 
MACKINNON and Eden Coybee. Illus. 

80. Rosallna. Illustrated in colours by 
Jean C. Archer. 

81. Sammy and the Snarlyiirlhk. 
Illustrated in colours by Lena and Nor> 
MAN Ault. 

88. Irene's Christmas Party. By 
Richard Hunter. Iiius. by Ruth Cohs. 

34. The Little Soldier Book. By 

i ESSIE Pope. Illustrated in colours by 
Iekry Mayer. 

35. The Dutch Doll's Ditties. By 
C. Aubrey Moore. 

8a Ten Little Hitf^er Boys. By 

Nora Cask. 
87* HlumptyDomptys Little Son. 

By Helen R. Cross. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 

FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: ^^ 



DUMPY BOOKS^Mtimuid, 
aa Simple ftlmaii. By Hiclkv R 

CH08S. lUuitrated lo ooiotuf. 
ati «h« lilttto Fv^nohBiWiL By 

Bdkn Coybkk. Illuttral«d in colourt by 

K. T. Fricero. 
40. TlMSftovyof ABlvl«JiPai»to. 

_ By ULY SCM OfilUP. IllutUin colour*^ 

DUNCAN ('5ARA JEANNETTE), 

Books by. Cr. 8vo. cloth, jg, 6d. each. 
A Booial BepaiPtiir^. With ux 
Illustrations by F. H. TOWNStNt). 

B AmavlMtfi Oirl in li#i 

with 80 lUustratiooa by P. H. ToWMSmiD. 
The Stmpla Advaninvaa of a 
if •inMih|l^_ With 37 illwlrat^oai. 

Crown 8Vo, cloth, jr. ^. «»ch. 
A Dau^tMP of Vo-Day. 
Yomfpi'a AmU« Wit h 47 Xl tyatraUonn. 

DUTT (R&MB5frc:).~*0nsfUia 

aa4 India: PiiogEets flMria^ Oiit 
_Iiuad£ed Ya<r>. Crown 8yo» aIQ%>js. 

DYSON (EDWARD). — In the 

tHom ring pJHIei^ Crovyn 8yo. cloth, 6s. 



cc)Uoe)MM iD/orn^on, 
hrated Statu^ P' 




EDWARDE5 (Mr^. ANNIE). 

Novel* by. 
A Point of Holtoiir. Post 8vo, 

illustrated board^ ;u, 
Archifl Loirell. Crown 8vo, doth, 

3J. 6d. ; ik)st 8v6, illustrated boards, as, 
A Plaster Sainti dr. 8vp. cloth, 3^ . 6d. 



EDWARDS (ELIBZER).— 

Words, t^Mtt, and Mirasosi A Die* 
tionai^ of Curious,Quaint,and Out-ol-the- 
Way Matters. Crown 8vo, clothi $s. 6d. 



^^^S^' sSvkn CoJfoJtt^Sc 
By W. A. ;a|»d C. 9- WJW''** i>««ny 
8vo. cloth, fs, <Mf. n et 

PAMILIaV dfiORT SAYINOS 
•f OranC Men. By S. A. Sbmt, A.M. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 7«. 6 d, 

FAlt/iDAY (WICflXEE5; Worki 

[_ by. Post 8vo, clotb^gjs. 6d. cac^. 

too ojfwUi^d ^.tpwjjr^pk 

Oandlo: X-ectiires 4dtTered before a 
Juveiuie Audience. Eclited by William 
C11C1OKB& F.C is. Wl^ numprciislttusts. 

and tbW B^tioai €6 Mob 
otnei*. Eik4 by Wi^pA^ CifcbdgKs. 
KCS. With Illw4atlohB, 

pAgftAftip^w^ b.D:):-foi»tdii 

a RellgiolM Teafihar. Square 



t6n io, cl oth, with Frontfsp ieoe. is. U kX, 

pA^kwt isr iiNS»<).-wiST 

Three Essay s. Crown 8vo. doth, i^. 6d . 

PENS (anMLA'NVILLE). Novels 

l^p* Crown Syp, <:lo^ 3c. 64, each; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs, each. 
flnia Now Mlatroaa. 
liTltneaa (o tha IHbA* 



«lko 



vho Tigor 141 

Woman Wpritlit winhlfi|t» 



Crown 8vo. doth, a«. 6d. eacli. 



EOQLESTON (EDWARD).-- 

Roxy. JPost 8vo , illustra te d btsacds, t s. 

EaERTOiN (Rev, J. C.).-^ 

Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 

With Fo ur IMtlsto. Crown 8y>, doth. §t, \ 

elizabj€Th~a;s verse, rbej 

Beok of. EdiUd with Notes by WiL- 1 
LIAM STANI-By BkAITHW^ITJ?, With' 
Frontispiece and Vignette. Six^all cr, 3vo, 
cloth, 3f . 6fl, nejt ; vellum ^It, p, ^, net. 

ENGLISHMAN (Aq) in P«ri$:. 

JRecoUeotions o^ Lpvis ^bilipp^ and the | 



Eroplre. jCr. 8yo. cloth, j<. ^ 



E PISTOL .45 OBSCURORUin 

Vlrorum (i5i9*{fi7)- l^\n Text, 
with Translation. Notes, ^c, by t, G. 
Stokks, Iglioy^l ^yy> jwi^kraiy?, ^m. nejt. 



Qimod liy a Fort we. 
Tbo GaaO of Allaa Gray. 
Commodore Jyjav. 

A Flnttei^ iMnrecota. 

KItitf of the Oastle. 

TlieMaaterof the Ce»emcntlea« 

The fttopy of Antdny Graoo. 

The Man wltb a Sbadow. 

One Maid'n Mlaolilef. 

Tlie Bag of Diamonds, and Tlireo 

Bits of Paste, 
lixmnlntf Amok. 1 Black Sbadoiva. 
The Gankerworm. 
So Mke 1^ Wo man. 

A Crimson Crime* * Crown $ino, ck>th. 
3t. td. ; picture doth, fiat back, %s. : 
POrcLAJc SptnoN, medium j^9> f^t 

finnnin^ Amok. Ch^ap gpfr»» H- net 



EVERYMA|V: A Morality. 

with Illustrationj^ %y AMpitO^B JOudlbt. 
Printed on pure rskg paper. Fcap. 4to, 
decprate4 do U^, te^ t^p, is, 6i, w^ _ 

EYES, 0||r: HowtoFreserve. By 

John iBROwwiNO. Crown 8vo, dotb . u. 

'fairy tales from 

TUSCANY. By Isabella If. Akdsr- 
TON. Square i6ino, cloth, is, net. 



PlLIjPPI (RPSINA) -ItthAllng : 

A Romance. Crown |vo, cl oth, 6j. 

FIREWORK*- MAKINQ^ fhi 

. 26^ Illu^trationl Cr. 8vp, d oth, 3^ . pd. 

FISHER (ARTHUR pf), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, doth, 6s, each. 
Wlthyford. With Coloured Froatl^ 

piece and 5 Plates. 
The Land of Silent Feet« With a 

Frontispiece by G. D. ARMOUR. 
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FITZGERALD (PERCY), by. 

Filial SBaiNr. CM>Wn 81^0, doth, 3*. 6d. ; 
post 8vo, JMustrated hoyda > as. 

Post Bto, tuuitrated boards. 3^ each. 
Bella Donna. { Folly. 

nrlio liaoond MM. ^illOttdn. 
Soynty ^flYfe.ftifooke M tiyt. 

Sattiual Fobco: a ifiography. With a 
Photogravuce. t>6iny8to,d.,i3^. 6^. net. 



FLAMMARION (CAitllLLe)^-^ 

FoptU^l* Ailt^dliciiihy* tntnslateid 
byj: EllAW) Gdftt, F.K.AJ>. With Throe 
PIat«8. and ^89 lUustrationB. A NsW 
Edition. Medl^oi Svo, cloth, lar. 6</. 

For informatioQ as |fli t^is importadt 
Series. priate4 from » new type desired 
by HSRBKRT P. HORKE, see speciil 
Prospectuses. 

Constance Smkdlbt Armfisld and 
MAXWKLL Armfiild. Large (cap 4to, 
cl.. 7^. 6rf.net ; parchment^gili^ i9s,64*n^4 

WA 



cl.,7^. 6d. net ; parchnient^gilt, i2J.64 inet 

FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER). 

— Danii». Cfown 8vo cloth, ^.t. 6d. 



FRANCILLON (R. B.), Novels 

by. Crpwa 8va olotb, 3«. 6d, each ; poit 
8vo. illustrated boardL 2s. each. 

One by One I A Real Queen. 

A i»og and Itle Shadow. 

Ropei 6t Saiid. w»th ijh istfattoiiai 

Post Bva, illustrateo boards, 2s, each. 

Romanoeife Of tlio 110.1*4 
Klngor Knaire? | Olympii. 

aaok Doyle't JDaofCbtep. Ony^aSvtK 

cloth, 3i. 6d, 

F^AP^dO -^Rl riSH EXHIBN 
TION. Profusely illustrated. FoUo. 
eloth g}k, 10*. 6d. net. ^ 

F^^DERIC (HAROLD), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, doth, St, 60. each: 

illustrated boards, 21. each. 
■eth's Btpoth^r'ri wife. 
The I^awton Oirl 

f » " i • » 



OARDENINQ BOOKS-^cniinu^d. 
Ylne-Oi>owiag in Bm^and* By 

H. H' TOD. With lUusts. Crown 8vo, 
boards, ir . nyt ; cloth » u. 6 d, net. 

8ilp William Temple npon the 
Gardens of Bpieurne : with other 
(iarden Essays. Edited by A. Forb&s 
SiBVBKfMG, F.8.A. With 6 Illustrations. 
Small 8vo, boards, tsu 6d» net; quarter 
velltiAi, u. 6d. net ; three-quarter vfeUum, 
net 



5*. net 

OAOlOT (PAUL), Bodks by. 

The 9ed Shivts: A Tale of 'The 
Terror.' Translated by JOHN DE VlL- 
LiERS. Crown 8va cloth, with Frontis- 
piece by Stanley Wo6d, 3*. 6d. ; picture 
cloth, fiat hack, 2s. 

' III !■ I I " 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Love and I«oTera of the Fast. 

Translated by C. L»aroche, M.A. 
A Gonspiraoy under the Terror. 

Translated by C. Larocrb, M.A. With 
IliustMtlons audi Fiesltniles. 

QERMAI^ POI^ULAR STORIES. 



Collected b 



l. 



FREEMAN (R. AUSTIN).T-Johii 

ThoradyMB Ce«e9. Illustrated by H. 
M. Brock, and ifrom Photographs. 
CrowQ 8vo. doth. *s. 6d, 

Qoide to the London Charitie^ 

Edited by JOHN Lanb. Published 
Annually. Ctovfn Brno, dolh, u. 64. 

1 > ^ ■ ii. F ii ... > ■ ml J . .1 r .. iih.t . « . I < I II ■ > 



the Brothers Grimm and 
Translated by Epoar Taylor. With 
Iptroduction by Jo^ RysKiN, and 32 
Steel Plates after GbORGB Oruikshank, 
Square 8vo, cloth ^It, 6s. 

QERARD(DOROTMEA).-A Queen 
of Curds and Creem. Cr.8vo. cl,sx.6d. 

diBBON (CHARLES), I>lovels 

fty. Crown 8yo, clothi 3*. 6d^ flUch ; 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Robin Oray. | The OOlden Shaft. 
The Floi^er of the Forest. 

Queen of the Meadow. 
For LaoK of Gold. 

ghat Wm the World Say? ^ 
»r«heKlnl. | AH4rdKn6t. 
Faeturos Oreen^ 
In JUoye and W«r, 

tniiH'm FroM^ih. 
y Mead and Stifeam. 
Faifdy Free. | LoYintf a Dl^m. 
In Honour Bouild. 




a 1 b (4 £ V c50MlgRVlLLe). - 

5entenced I CroWn ftvo. cloth, u. 6 d. 

QffiiSON (L So'. NtfVeli" by. 

Crown Svo, clolh, 3*. W. each. , ^ 
The Freemasons. | Burht Spioes. 
3hipa of peajLre.^ _ 

The Freemasons. 

picture cover, is. net. 



■^ 



iieap £<iition. 



OARDENINQ BOOK5. PdstSvO^ 

1*. each ; cloth, u* 6d. each. ^,, m^**^^,^ — 7^^ ^T^ — ^ ,^* 1 

A Tear's Work in Garden and GILBERT'S (W. S.J Oii^nal 

Greenhouse. By QsoRaK Glbnnt. Pli^a. In 4 Series. FiNe-Paprr Edition*, 

Household HortioultuMt ^ By ToIm foit 8vo. doth, gilt top, 2s. oH «aoh ; 

andjANB jERkOLD. Illus^Bted. , leather. ggdi edses, 3f.,net e^di. 

The Garden th4t FadA tMe Aent. The PiitST $eris§ contains : The Wicked 

By Tom JbrRold. World — Py^alion and Galatea — 

Our Kitohen Garden. By TdM Chanty— The Princess— The Paljipe of 

JB9ROL0, Pofst 8td, cWth, I*, net. I Truth— Trtjft by Juty— I<*laht1tc. 



I 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



OILBBRT (W. S.)-eontinued, 

PoU 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 2s. net each ; 
leather, gilt edges, %s. net each. 

The Sbcond Skriks contains: Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan 1 Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. 'Pinafore'— The Sorcerer^ 
The Pirates of Penzance. 

The Third Sbribs contains : Comedy and 
Tragedy — Foggerty's Fairy — Rosen- 
crants and uuildenstem— Patience- 
Princess Ida— The Mikado— Rnddigore 
—The Yeomen nf the Guard— The Gon- 
dolieni- The Mountebanks— Utopia. 

The Fourth Sbrirs contains : The Fairy's 
Dilemma— The Grand Duke— His Kxcel- 
Icncy— " Haste to the Wedding '—Fallen 
Fairies— The Gentleman in Black — Hran> 
tinghame Hall— Creatures of Impube — 
Randall's Thumb— The Fortune-hunter 
— Tfc espis^ 

Bitfht Oritfliial Gomlo Operas 

written by W. b, GILBERT. Two Series, 
demy 8vo. cloth, 2S. bd, net each. 

The First Sbries contains : The Sorcerer 
— H.M.S. 'Pinafore— The Pirates of 
Penzance — lolanthe — Patience — Prin- 
cess Ida— The Mikado— Trial by Jury. 

The Sbcond Series contains : llie Gon- 
doUers— The Grand Duke— The Yeomen 
of the Guard— His Excellency— Utopia, 
Limited— Ruddi gore— The Mountebanks 
— Hafste to the Wedding. 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth- 
day Book : Quotations for Every Day 
in tne Year. Compiled by A. Watson. 
Royal i6mo. cloth. %s, bd. 



GILBERT (WILLIAM).— James 

Duke, C««C«mioncer« Post 8vu. iUus- 
t rated boards, at. 



GISSINQ (ALGERNON), Novels 

by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 3;. bd, each. 
Knitters in the San. 
The Wealth of Mallerstantf. 
AnAnget 'B Portion. I B aliol Garth 

The Dreams of bimon Usher. Cr. 

8vo. cloth, 3«.6</. ; Chkap Edit., it. net. 



QLANVILLE (ERNE5T), Novels 

hy. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. bd, each ; 

post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2$. each. 
The Lost Heiress. With a lUnstra- 

tions by Hum K Nisbbt. 
The Fossioker: A Romance of Mash- 

onaland. Two lllusts. by HUMB NiSBBT. 
Jl Fair C olonist. With Frontispiece. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. bd. each. 
The Oolden Rook. With Frontispiece 

by Stanley Wood. 
Tales fipom the Yeld. With 12 lUusts. 
Max Thornton. With 8 lUustrations 

by J. S. Crompton. R.I. 



QLENNY (GEORGEl.—A Year's 
Work in Garden and Oreenhouse: 

Practical Advice as to Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden. Post 8vo. u. \ cU. i*. bd. 



OObWIN (W|LLlAM>.-Uves 

of the Necromancers. Post 8to, cL, zs. 



GOLDEN TREASURY of 

Tbou^t, The : A Dictionary of Quo- 
tations from the Best Authors. ISy 
Thsodorb Taylor. Cr. 8vo, ci., 3*. td. 



GOODMAN (E. J,)— The Fate of 

Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 35. bd. 

QURUON (SAMUEL). -^ The 

Perry of Pate : a Tale of Russian 

J ewry. Crown 8vo, cloth, bs. 

GORE (J. ELLARD, F.R.A.S.IT^ 

Astronooiical Curiosities ; Facts and 
Faiiacies. Crown 8vo. cloth. 65. net. 

GRACE (ALFRED A.).— Tales 
of a D ying Race. Cr. 8vo, cl.. 3^. bd. 

GREEKS AND ROMANS, The 

Life of the, by Ernst Guhl and W. 
KONER. Edited by Dr. F. Hueffer. 
With 545 lllusts. Demy 8vo. cU 75. bd. 

GREEN (ANNA KATHARINE), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6*. each. 
The Mlliionalre Baby. 
The Wo man In the AI ooyo. 

The Ametnyst Box. Cr. 8to, zs. bd. 



GREENWOOD (JAMES).— The 

Prisoner in tlie Dock. Crown Svo, 

cloth. 3f. bd. 

GREY (Sir GEORGE). — The 
Romance of a Proconsul. By James 
MiLNB. Crown 8v<». buckram, ft.t. 



GRIFFITH cCECiL).— Corinthia 

Marazion. Crown Svo. cloth. 3^. bd, 

GRIFFITHS (Major A.).— No. 9P, 

and Blue Blood. Crown 8va. cloth, a^. 

GRONER (AUGUSTA). —The 

Man with the Blacic Cord. With 3 
lUustrations. Crown Svo. cloth. 6j. ' 

GUTTENBERG (VIOLET), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo. cloth, bs. each. 
llelthev Jew nor Greek. 
The Power of the Palmist. 



UYH. — CLOCLO. Translated by 
Nora M. Statham. Cr. Svo, cl.. 31. bd. 



tIABBERTON (JOHN).— Helen's 

Babies. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and to Illustrations by £vA Roos. Fcap. 
4to. cloth, bs. 

HAIR, The: Its Treatment in 

Health, Wsakasss, and Disease. 

Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiNCUS. Crown 8vo. is. ; cloth, is. bd. 

HAKE (Ur. T. GORDON), Poems 

by. Crown Svo, doth, bs. each. . 

New Symbols. 
Legende of the Morrow. 
The Serp ent Play. 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to. clot h. 8i. 

Hall (Mr^. S. C.).'-Sketches 

of Irish Character. With Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood by Cruik- 

6HANK, MaCUSB, GILBERT, and HarVBT. 

Demy 8to^ cloth, 7^. bd» 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



13 



HALL (OWEN), Nbvel^ by. 
The Traok of » Stomi. Crown 8vo. 

picture cloth, flat back. 2^. 
JatSAin. Crown 8vo. cloth , 31. 6d, 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6i. each. 
Mufeka* | Hfnando. 

HALLIDAY (ANDREW).— 
Bvery-day Papers. Post 8vo, illns- 
trated boards, aj. 

HAMILTON'S iCOSMO) Stories. 

The Glamour of the ImpoMlble; 

and ffhroo^ a Koyholo. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. ; also in a vols., picture 

covers, i s, net each. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s, each. 
Natupo's Yaitabond, fto. 
Plain Brown. 

HANDWRITING, The Phllo- 

iophy of. With over xoo Facsimiles. 
By Don Feuz db Salamanca. Post 
8vo, half-cloth, 2s. td. 



HARDY (IZA DUFFUS), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. td. each 
The liostor Bvil. | A Butterfly* 
Man, Woman, and Fate. 



HAPSBURQS, The Cradle of the. 

By J. W. Gilbart-Smith. M.A. With 
numerous Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth. $$. n et. 

fKRDY (TH0MA5). — Under 
the Qreenwood Tree. Post 8vo, cloth, 
3«. bd, ; illustrated boards, 2s, ; cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. Also the FINE Paper 
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, at, net : 
leather, ^t edges, ss. net ; and tne Cheap 
Edition, medium 8vo.6i^ 



HARKINS (E. P.).— The Schem- 

ere. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6f. 

HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER) : 

Unole Bamua. With 9 Coloured and 
50 other Illustrations by f. A. Srsphbrd. 
Pott 4to. cloth, eilt top, 6s. 

m^ts with Unole Bemue. With 
a Coloured and 50 other Illustrations by 
J. A. Shepherd, imperial i6mo. cloth, 6s. 

HARTE'S (BRET) Collected 

Works. LIBRARY EDITION, in Ten 
Vulumes, crown 8vo, cloth, ss, 6d. each. 
VoU 1. Complete Poetical and 
Dramatic Works. With Port 
,. IL The Luck op Roarino Camp^ 
Bohemian Papers— American 
Legends. 
„ III. Tales of the Argonauts- 
Eastern Sketches. 
„ IV. Gabriel Conrot. 
„ V. Stories— Condensed Novels. 
VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. 

Vll. TALESOFTHEPAaFICSLOPB— II. 

With Portrait by John Pettik. 
., VIII. Tales of Pine and Cypress. 
„ IX Buckets and Chapparkl. 
., X. Tales of Trail and Town. 

Bret Harte'e Choloe Vorkahi Prose 
and Verse. With Porhrait and 40 lUus- 
trationa. Crown 8vo, cloth, 34. 6d, 






BRET fiK^TB-tontinuid. 
Bret Harte'e Poetical Works, in- 
cluding Some Later Verses. Crown 
8vo. buckram, 45. 6d. ; or in the St. Mar- 
tin's Library, pott 8vo. cUth, gilt top, 
2s. net ; leather, Kilt edges, 3;. net. 
In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown 

8va picture cloth, flat back, zs. 

Marina. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3«. 6d. ; post 

8vo, picture boards, aj. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Pott 8vo, cloth, 24. net ea. ; leather, 34. net ea. 

MllsB, liuok of Boarlntf Camp, fto. 

Condense d NoYOle. Co mplet c. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s, each. 
On the Old Trail. | Trent's Trust. 
Under the Bedwoods. 
From Sandhill to Pine. 
Stories In Light and Shadow. 
Mr. Jaok Hamlin's M ediation. 
Crown 8vo, cioth. 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 7s. each. 
Gabriel Conroy. 
A Valf of the Plains. WithfolUus- 

trations by Stanley L. Wood. 
A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 
59 Illustr ations by Stanl ey L. Wood. 

Crown 8vo. cioth, %s. 6d, each. 

BussTi With 3 Iliustt. by J. A. Christie. 

The BeU-Blntfer of Joel's, &c 
With 39 Illusts. by Dudley hardy, &c. 

Clarenoe : A Story of the American War. 
With 8 Illustrations by A. Tulb Goodman. 

Barker's I<nok. &c. With 39 Illustra- 
tions by A. Forbstibr, Paul Hardy, &c. 

Devil's Ford. &c. 

The Crusade of the 'Bzoelslor.' 
With Frontis. by J. BERNARD Partridge. 

Tales of Trail and Town. With 
Frontisp iece by G. P. Jao omb-Hood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, is. bd. each : picture cloth, 
flat back. as. each. 

A Sappho of Green Sprlntfs. 

Colonel Starbottle's Client. 

A Prot^tf^e of Jaok Hamlin's. 
With numerous Illustrations. 

Sally D01FS, &c With 47 Illustrations 
by W. D. Almond and oth ers. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 

Luok of Bearing Camp, and Sen- 
sation Hovels Condensed. Also 
in picture cloth at same price. 

An Heiress of Bed Dog, 

Callfoml an Stories. 
Post 8vo, iUua. bds.. ar. each : cloth. 2s. 6d. each. 

Flip. I A Phyllis of th e Sierras. 

Three Partners. Medium 8vo. 6d. 

New Condensed Hovels. Cr. 8vo, 
cloth, 3j. 61^. : Cheap Edition, is. net. 

Salomy Jane. With Coloured and 
Tinted Illustrations by Harrison 
Fisher and Arthijr I. Keller. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3f. 6d. net 



HAWEIS (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 

The Art of Dress. With 32 iiiusttsh 
tions. Post 8vo, is. : cloth, i*. 6rf. 

Chauoer for Sohools* With Frontis- 
piece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, 

Chauoer for Children. With 8 
Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, 3*. 6rf. 



1 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.).— Ameri- 
can HfiniorUtf: Washington 

IRVINO, OUVKR WEKDCXX HOLMES, 

Tames Russell Lowell, Artbmus 
WARD, Mark Twain, and BjtsT Marts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6*. 



HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), 

Novel* by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^, 6d. 

each ; post 8vo. illustrated boardg. 2s. etch. 
Oarth. I BlUqa Qusntln. 
Fo.-«taiie'B Fool. | Dust. Four Illmts. 
«leairlz Buidolpll. With Four lllotts. 
D. PolndMctor's DiaappMunutoe. 
The Spao tga of the Ca mera. 

Grown tfto, cloth, $s, 6d, each. 
Sebastian Stromei 
liove— or a Name. 
Miss Oadotfna. Illustrated boards, ts. 



logni 



HEALY (CHRIS), Books by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6^. each. 
Confesalona of a JoumaUat. 
Heirs o f Reuben. | Manu 
The Bndleas Heritage. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3*. 6d. 



HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).— 
KliiK Koko: A Magic Story. With ii 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, is, not. 



HOLMES (CHARLES J;, M.A.), 

Books by. Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d, 
net eirch. 

VotP9 on thi| ftelenoe pt Jfiptuvm- 

making. With Photogravure Frontis- 
piece. 
Notes on th^ Art of Rembrandt. 

With Photogravure Frontispiece and 48 
Illustrations. 



HELPS (Sir ARTHUR). — Ivan 

de Biroa. Crown 8vo, cioth 33. 6d. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, its. 

HENTY (Q, A.), Novels by. 
Riijub, the Jn^er. Post 8vo, cl^th, 
3X. 6d. ; illustrated boards, ar. 

Crown 8vo, doth, 3s, 6d. .each; 
The Qaeeai*s Onp. 
Dorothy's Double. 
C olbnel Tho*ndyhe*s Beoifet. 

HENDERSON (ISAAC).— Afcatha 

Page. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3s. 6d. 

HERBERTSON (JESSIE L.).— 

Juoia. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6^. 

HERMAN (HENRY).— ALeadins: 

Lady. Post 8vo. cloth, is. 6d. 



HOLMES (OLIYER WENDELL). 
The Autocrat of the Breskkfaat- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Warn Papbr Edition, pott 
8vo, cloth, gilt top, at. net.} leather, gilt 
edges, 3^. net. 

HOOK'S (THEODORE) Choice 

Numorons Works; including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, 
Hoaxes. With Life and Frontiapiet:4 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3; . 6d. 

HbOD'S (THOMAS) Choice 

Works In Prose and Verse. With 

Life of the Authbr, Portrait, and 200 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. 

HOPKINS (TIOHE), Novels hy. 

Crown 8yo^ cloth, $9, 6d. each. 
*Twlxt Love and Duty. . 
The Inoomplete Adventurer. 
The Nutfants of Carrioonna. 
Nell Haffenden. With g lUustrations. 
For Freedom. 



HILL (HEADON).— Zambra the 

Detoctlye. Crown 8vo, clothe 3s. td. ; 
picture doth, flat back, aj. 

HILL (JOHN), Works by. 

Treason-Felony. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, sj. 

The Common Ancestor. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 35. 6rf. 



HINKSON (H. A.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ds. each. 
Fan Fltagerald. I SllK a nd Steel. 

HOEY (Mrs, CASHED.— the 

Lover's Creed. Crown 8vo. cloth, 

3^.6^. ^ 

HOLIDAY, Where to go for a. 

By E. P. SHOLL, Sir H. MAJfWELL, JOHN 
WATSON, Jane ^aiux>w, ^Mty Lovett 
Cameron, Justin H, MfcGARTHY, Paul 
Lange, J. w. Qraham, J. H. Salter, 
Ph(ebe ALLEN, S. J. Beckett, L. KiverS 
Vine, and C. F. Gordon Cumming. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, i*. 6rf. 



HORNE (R. HENQI5T).— Orton. 

With Portrait, Crown 8vo, cloth, 7*. 



HORNIMAN (ROY), Novels by. 

Crovi^n 8vo, cloth, ts. eSCh. 
Bellamy the Magnifleent. 
liord Ca mmarleigh's S epret. 

Isrscel Rank: Cro^n 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. 



HORNUNQ (E. W.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6<f. each. 
Btingare e. I A Thief in th^ Nl^lit. 

The Shadow o^ ihe Rope. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 35. 6rf. ; or pictorial cloth 
cover. 2s, net. 



HUEFFER (FORD MADOX).— A 

Call : The Ta|e of Two Passions. 

Crown -8vo, c|oth, 6.v. 



HUGO (VICTOR),— Th^ Outlaw 

of Iceland. Translated by Sir Gilbert 
Campbell. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6rf. 



HUME (FPf^aUS), Novels by. 
The tiady Flwm Nbvhere. Cr. 8vo, 

cloth, p. 6d.; picture cloth, fliit back, 25. 
The Millionaire Hyatei^. Grown 

8vo. cloth, 3*. 6d. 

The Wheeling Iiiglit* Crown 8to 

cloth, gilt top, ts. 
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HUNQERPOkP <Mrd.)» Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each; 

cloth Ihnp, u, 6d. each. 
The ProiMBor's BxpeHaMAt* 
loidS YemWs Flight. 
Lady Patty. | Fet«p*B Wife. 
The Bea-noniie Bf ystacy. 
An UMsatlsfaotovy liovev* 
A Maiden All Foriom. 

fiarv^lT^ I H Modern Clroe. 
In Duranoe Yil^ i ^ril's i«ady. 
The Thre e Oyacee.1 lio ra Crcdna. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3^. (>d. each. 
An Anxi9a« Monaent. 
A Point of CoiUofence. 
The Com ing of C hloe. | Lovioe. 

The Red-Hpuae Ikystevy. Po^uuR 

Edition, (fiedium 8vo. ba. 



HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, iflostrated boards,, zs, each. 

The Iieaden Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

That Ot her Pereon. 

Mrs. Juliet. Crown ton, cloth, <U- 6d, 

HUTCHINSON (WCM.) —Hints 

on Celt-Breaklas. With 35 lUustra- 
tJons. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3«. 64. 



HYAM50N (ALBERT).— A His- 
tory of ttae Jew* in England. With 

16 Portraits and Views and 2 Map>s. 
Demv 8vo, cloth, 4^. 6d. net. 



HYATT (A. H.), Topo^aphioM 

Anthologl69 by. Pott 8vo, cloth, gnt 
top. 2s, net each; leather, gilt edges. 
Ss. net each. 

The Charm of London. 

The Charm of ttdlnborgh. 

The Charlh of Venice. 

The Charm of Parit. 

INCHBOLD (Mrs. A. C.).— The 

Road of No Return* Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3*. 6rf. 

INDOOR PAUPERS. By One of 

Them. Crown 8vo. ix. : cloth, is. fxL 



INMAN (HERBERT) and 

HARTLEY ASPDBN.—the Toer of 
Kalee. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, ts. 

INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK. 

By J. Trevor-Day iesl Cr. 8yo. cI., 2 s. 

IRVINQ (WASHINOTON).-.OId 

Christmas. Square i6mo, cloth, with 
Frontisciecc. u. net 



JAMES (C. T. C.).~A Romance of 

the Qweeii' s Hounds. Cr. B>\q^ cl. 1 j.6rf. 
JAMB5 (Q. W0.~5crag|rle8: 

The 5tory of e Sparrow, with 6 

lifustrations. Post 8vo, cloth. 2s. 6d. 

JAPP (Dr. A. H.)*— Dramatic 

Pictures. Crown 8vo, cloth, 51^ 



JEPPBRIES (RICHARD), by. 

The Ps^eant of Summer. Long 
fcap. 8v«, cloth, is. n«t. 

*|%0 tAtk at the Fields. Post 8vo, 
cloth, «j. W. ; Large TYrE, Fine Paper 
EDITION, pptt 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 25. net : 
leather, gflt edges, 35. net. Also si New 
Edition, with 12 illustrations in Colours 
by M. U. Clarke, crown 8vo, cloth, 55. 
net. 

The Open Air* Post 8vq. cloth, 2s. 6d. : 
Large TYPte, Fore Paper Edition, pott 
8to. cloth, gUt top. s^. het : leather, gilt 
edges. 35. net Also a New Editiox, 
with 12 Illustrations in Colours by Ruth 
DOU.MAN, crown 8vo, cloth 55. net. 

Nature near London. Crown 8vo, 
buckram. 6s, : post 8vo. cl., ax. td. : Largs 
TYfiE, Fins Paper EDmoN, pott 8vo, ci., 
gilt top, 2s, net ; leather, gilt edges, 31.net. 
Also a New Edition, with la Illus- 
trations in CdUHirs by Ruth Dollman, 
croira 8v o, clotn. ss, net. 

The Pooket Richard Jefferlee: 

Passages chosen by AL^i'RED H. Hyatt. 
l6mo, doth, gilt top, 2s. xutt ; leather, 
gilt top, ss, net 
The JSulogy of Riohard JelTeries. 

By Sir WALTER Bbsant. Cr. 8vt), cl., 6^. 

JENKINS (HESTER D.)-Be. 

hind Tnrlcish Lattlcet : The Story of 
a Turkish Woman's Life. With 24 lUus- 
strations. Crown 8v«, cloth, is. net. 



JEROME (JEROME K.).-Stage- 

land. With 64 Illustrations by J. Ber- 
NARD Partridge. Fcap. 4I0. i*. 



JBRROLD (TOM), Books by. 

Post 8vo. I*, each ; cloth, is. 6d. each. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Honeehold Horticulture. 
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants We 

Grow, and How We Cook Them. Post 

8vo, cloth, is. net. 



JOHNSTON (R.),-Tlie Peril of 

an Empire. Crown 8vo. cloth. 6$. 



JOHNSTONE (ArtliMr).— Recol- 
loctlons of R. L. Stovenson in the 
Pecific. Wit> Pforirait and Facsimile 
Letter. C rown tvo, buckram, 0j. net. 

JONES (WILLIAJVI, F.S.A.). 
— PingeiP-Rihg Lorex Historical, 
Legendary, Anecdotal, with numerous 
Illtistrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, ^s. 6d. 



JONSON 'S (BEN) Works. With 

Notes and Biographical Memoir by 
William OiFFOBD. Edited by Colonel 
CUNNlnoof 11. Tkrtc Vob^ crown 8to, 
clotli. 3«. Ed. each. 



JOSEPH US, The Complete 

Werkk of. Titinslated by WtLUAM 
Whiston. Containing * The A^^tiquities 
of the Jews,' and ' The Wars of the Jews.' 
With $t lUustmtions and Maps. Two 
Vols., demy 8vo, half-cloth, 12s. 6d. 
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KEATING (JOSEPH).— MatiHce. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 6i. ' 

KEMPLINQ (W.BAILEY-).— The 
Poets Royal of Bnchuid and Scot- 
land: Original Poems by Royal and 

■^ Noble Persons. With Notes and 6 Photo- 
gravure Portraits. Small 8vo, parchment, 
6s. net ; vellum, 7^. 6d. net. Also an 
Edition in THE King's Classics (Na 39). 



KERSHAW (MARK).— Colonial 

Facts and Fictioaa: tlunioroiM 
Sketches. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 
2s. ; cloth, ai. 6d, 



KING (LEONARD W., M.A.).— 
A History of Babylonia and Assyria 
from Pralilstoric Tines to the 
Persian Conquest. With Maps, 
Plans, and Illustrations after the princi- 
pal Monuments of the Period. In 3 vols, 
royal 8vo, doth. Each volume sepa- 
rately, i8s. net ; or per set of 3 volumes, 
if ordered at one time, £2 10s, net. 

Vol.1.— A History of Samer and 
Akkad: An account of the Early 
Races of Babylonia from Prehistoric 
Times to the Foundation of the Baby- 
lonian Monarchy. iReady, 

„ II.— A History of Babylon from 
the Foundation of the Monarchy, 
about B.C. 2000, until the Conquest of 
Babylon by CyTva,B.C.S39'lPrtparing 

„ III.— A History of Assyria from 
the Earliest Period untU the Fall of 
Nineveh, B.C. 606. iPreparing 



KING (R. ASHE), NoveU by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, u. each. 
<Tbe Wearing of the Oreen.' 
Passion's Slave* | Bell Barry. 

A Drai&n Game. Crown 8vo. doih. 
3^. td. ', post 8vo, illustrated boards, 21. 



KINO'S CLASSICS (The). 

General Editor, Professor I. Gollancz. 
Litt.D. Printed on laid paper, i6mo, 
each with Frontispiece, gilt top. Quar- 
ter bound grey boards or red cloth, 
IS. td. net each ; quarter vellum, cloth 
sides, 2s. 6d, net each; three-quarter 
vellum. ST. net each. 
Volumes now in course o/publication : 

35w Wine, Women, and Song: 

Mediaeval Latin Students' Songs. Trans- 
lated into English, with an Introduction, 
by John Addington Symonds. 

36, 37. Oeortfe Pettle's Petite Pal- 
laoe of Pettie his Pleasure. 

Edited by Prof. L GOLLANCZ. 2 vols. 

38. Walpole'e Gastle of Otranto. 

By Sir Walter Scott. With Intro- 
duction and Preface by Miss SPURGBON. 

39. The Poets Royal of Bntfiand 
and Scotland. Original Poems oy 
K iiiis aiui other Roy 1 and Noble 
Persons, collected and edited by W. 

BtULEY KkMPUXG. 



KINO'S CLASSlGS-^ontinued. 

40. Sir Thomas More'e Utopia. 

Edited by Robert Steele, F.S.A. 

41. Chauoer*! I«etfend of Good 
Women. In Modern English, with 
Notes and . Introduction by Professor 
W. W. Skbat. 



49. Swift's Battle of the 

Edited, vdth Notes and Introduction, by 

A. GOTHKBLCR. 

48. Sir William Temple upon the 
Gardens of Bpicnms. with 
other 17th Century Garden 
Bssays. Edited, with Notes and Intro- 
duction, by A, Forbes Sievbking.F.S.A. 

48. The Sontfof Roland. Translated 
from the old French by Mrs. Crosland. 
With Introduction by Prof. Brandin. 

4S. Dante's Yita Muova. The 

Italian text, with Dantb G. Rossbtti's 
translation on opposite page. With Intro- 
duction and Notes by Prof. H. Oslsnbr. 

47. Chauoer's Prolotfue and 

Minor Poems. In modem English, 
with Notes and Introduction by Prof. 
W. W. Skeat. 

4S. Chauoe ijg ' Parliament of 
Birds aniFHouse of Fame* In 

modern English, with Notes and Intro- 
duction by Prof. W. W. Skeat. 

49. MrB.Ga8keU*sGranford« With 
Introduction by R. Briuley Johnson. 

80. Pearl. An EngUsh Poem of the 
Fourteenth Century. Edited, with a 
Modern Rendering and an Introduction^ 
by Professor I. Gollancz. IPreparing 

81, 82. King's Letters. Volumes III. 
and IV. Newly edited from the originals 
by Robert Steele, F.S.A. iPreparing 

88. The Bnglish Correspondenoe 
of Saint Bonifaoe. Translated and 
edited, with an Introductory Sketch of the 
Life of St. Boniface, by Edw. Kylie,M.A. 

86. The Cavalier to his Lady : 

Seventeenth Century Love bongs. 
Edited by F. SiDGWiCK. 

87. Asser's Life of King Alfi^ed. 

Edited by L. C. Jane, M.A. 

SB. Translations trom the loe- 
landio. By Rev. W. C. Green, MJV. 

89. The Rule of St. Benet. Trans- 
lated by Right Rev. Abbot Gasquet. 

00. Daniel's * Delia ' and Drayton's 
' Idea.' Edited by arundkll Esdailb. 

61. The Book of the Duke of 
True LoYers. By Christine de 

- PiSAN. Translated, with Notes and 
Introduction, by Alice Kemp- Welch. 

62. Of the Tumbler of Our Lady, 
and other Miraoles. iVanslated 
from the Middle French MSS., with 
Notes, by Auce Kemp- Welch. 

68. The Chatelaine of Yergi. A 

Romance of the Court, translated from 
the Middle French, by Aucb Ksup- 
Welch, with Introduction by L. 
Brandin, Ph.D., and witli the original 
Text, Edition Raynaud. 
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KINO'S CLASSICS (Jhth^onlinued. 

Earlier Volumes in the Series are" 
. I. The Love of Books (The Philoblblon). 
2. «3ix Drftmas of Oalderon (FitasGerald's 

Translation). (Doable vol.) 
a Chronicle of Jocelin of BrakeloncjL 

4. The Life of Sir Thomas Mor& 

5. Eikon Basilike. 

& Kings' Letters : Alfred to the coming of 
the Tndors. 

7. Kings' Letters : From the Tudors to the 
Love Letters of Henry VIII. 

& Chaucer's Knight's Tale (Prof. Skrat). 

0. Chaucer's Man of Law's Tale (Prof.SKKATX 

10. Chaucer's Prioress's Tale (Prof. Skkat). 

11. The Romance of Fulke Fitzwarine. 

12. The Story of Cupid and Psyche. 

]& Bvelyn's Life of Margaret Godolphin. 

14. Early Lives of Dante. 

15. The Falstafl Letters. 

16. Polonlus. By Bdwabd FitzQb&ald. 

17. Medieval Lore. 

18. The Vision of Piers the Plowman (Prof. 

Skbat). 

19. The Gull's Hornbook. 

ao. wThe Nun's Rule, or Anoren Riwle. (Double 
voL). 

21. The Memoirs of Robert Cary, Barl of Mon- 

mouth. 

22. Early Lives of Charlemagne. 

23. Cicero's ' Friendship,' * Old Age,' and 

'Scipio's Dream.* 

24 *Words worth's Prelude. (Doable vol.) 
35. The Defence of Guenevere. 
26, 27. Browning's Men and Women. 
iZ8. Poe's Poems. 

20. Shakespeare's Sonnets. 

SO. George Eliot's Silas Mamer. 

31. Goldsmith's Vicar of Wnkefleld. 

:t2. Charles Reade's Peg Woffington. 

33. The Household of Sir Thomas More. 

84. BappLio : One Hundred Lyrics. By Bliss 

Oabmax. 
« Numbers 2, 90^ and 24 are Double Volumes 
and Double Price. 

KINO'S LIBRARY FOLIOS 

(The). 

The M irvoop of Yertue in World- 
ly Oreatnoft, or The Life of Sir 
Thomas More, Knight. By his 

son-m-law, William Koper. tos. 6d. 
net. (Seven copies of this volume alone 
remain, and are not to be sold apart from 
sets.) 

■ikon Basillke, the Portvaicture 
of His Saored Majestie in his 
Solitudes and Sufferings. 

Edited by Edward Almack, F.S A. 
£i If. net 

Shakespeare's Ovid, being 
Arthur Ooldfng*s Translation 
of the Metamorphoses. Edited 
by W. H. D. ROUSE. LittD. £t lis. 6d. 
net. 

The Percy Folio of Old Bnglish 
Ballads and Romanoes. Edited 
by the General Editor. In four 
volumes at £^ ^s. the set. (Volumes I. 
and II. issued; III. at Press; IV. in 
Preparation.) 



KINO'S LIBRARY QUARTOS. 

The Alchemist. By Ben Jonson. 
Edited by H. C. HART. Ss. net ; Japan- 
ese vellum, ^z IS. net. 

The Ouirs Hornbook. By Thomas 
DsitKER. Edited by R. B. McKerrow. 
5j. net ; Japanese vellum, los. 6d. net. 

The Beggar's Opera. By John Gay. 
Edited by Hamilton MacLeod. 5^. 
net ; Japanese vellum, 105. 6d. net. 

KISCH (MARTIN S.).— Letters 

andSketchesfromNorthemNisreria. 

Witli numerous Illustrations. Demy 
8vo, cloth, 6s. net 



KNIOHT (WILLIAM and 

EDWARD). -The Patieiit*« Vade 
Mecum : How to Get Most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, is, 6d. 



LAMB'S (CHARLES) Complete 

Works in Prose and Verse, "including 
* Poetry for Children ' and • Prince Dorus? 
Edited by R. H. Shepherd. With 2 
Portraits and Facsimile of the ' Essay on 
Roast Pig.' Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d. 
The Bssays of BUa. (Both Series.) 
Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2s. net : leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 



LAMBERT (OEOROE). — The 

President of Boravia.Cr. 8vo, cl. $s. 6d. 



LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 
— Tlie Thousand and One Nlglits, 

commonly called in England The 
Arabian Nights' JBntertain- 
ments. Illustrated by W. Harvey. 
With Preface by STANLEY Lane-Poole. 
3 Vols., demv Svo, cloth, 22s. 6d. 



LASAR (CHARLES A.).— Prac- 
tical Hints tor Art Students: 

Drawing, Composition, Colour. With 
Illustrations. Post Svo. cloth 3^. 6d, net. 



LAURISTOUN (PETER)— The 

Painted Mountain. Cr. Svo. cloth, ts. 



LEES (DOROTHY N.).— Tuscan 

Feasts and Tuscan Friends. With 
12 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cl., 5^ . net. 



LEHMANN (R. C.). — Harry 
Fludyer at Cambridge, and Conver- 
sational Hints for Younsr Shooters. 

Cruwn Svo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



LEIOH (HENRY S.).— Carols of 

Coclcayne. Crown Svo, buckram, ss. 



LEITH (MRS. DISNEY),— The 

Cliiidren of tlie Chapel. Including 
a Morality Play, The Pilffrimafire Of 
Pleasure, by A. C. Swinburne. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 6;. net. 



LELAND (C. O.).— A Manual of 

Mendinir and Repairing. With Dia? 
grams. Crown Svo, clotU, ss. 
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LEPELLETIER (EDMOND). - 

Miidim* 5«p9«0Ane, TranaUted by 
John db VilUbRs, Post 8vo. cloth, 
* Zs.txi,; tUustrated boanU, 9s. ; POPULAR 
Editiom. ine<ilum 8vo, 6et. 

LEYS (JOHN K.), NoveU by. 
The Iiiiidsays. Pott 8vo. iUuit bclii.,9«. 
JL Sovtt Temptation. Cr. Uvo, d.. 6s. 



LILBURN (ADAM). —A Tragedy 

In Marbl*. Cr0wn 8vo. ci»tji. gt. 6d. 



L1(N05AY (MARRY), Novels by. 

Crown 8to, doth. 31. 6<<. each. 
Rhoda R oberta. | Tha Jacobite* 

Crown 8vo. clpth, 65. each. 

audah Pyeonoft, Porltun* 

jnia Bto^ of *<^»h» 

LINTON ( E. LVn1^)> W orks by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3*. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards is, each. 
PatPioia BCemball. J Ibne. 
The Atonement of tie«m ptmaaa. 
The World Veil Lost. 12 Iliusts. 
The One Too Many. 
Under whicli Lord ? With 12 ntusts. 
' My Love.' I Sowing the Wind. 
PastonCarew. | Duloie BTerton. 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of th e Fam ily. 

JLn Oetava of Friends. Crcwn 8vo, 
cloth. 3«. 6d. 

Patricia Kemball. popular Edi- 

•noN, medium 8vo. 6d . 

LITTLE (MAUDE), NoveU by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. each. 
At the 81^ of the Bamintf Bush. 
A Woman on the Threshold. 



LUCY (HENRY W.).— Qid«6ii 

Plegreflb Grbwn 8yo, doth, 3s.,6tf. ; post 
8yo. Ulp»tnitcd bpards. as. 



LONDON CLUBS: Their His- 
tory and TreasnrM. By Ralph 

Nevill. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and S Plates. Demy 8v«». cloth. 7*. 6d. net. 



LORIMBR (NORMA).— The 
Paipan Wpmaa. Cr. 8voy cloth, 35. 6d. 



LUCAS (ALICE). — Talmudic 

Legend^t Hvnms, and Paraphrases. 

Post 8vo, nalt-parchment, 2.?. net 



LUCAS (E. v.). Books by. 
Anne's Terrible Oood Nature, and 

other Stotlea for Children. With 12 
Illustrations by A. H. Buckland, and 
Coloured End - Papers and Cover by 
F. D. Bedford. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

A Book of Verses for Children. 
With Coloured Title-page. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6s. 

Three Hundred Games and Pas- 
tlmps. By £. V.Lucas and Elizabeth 
Lucas. Pott 4t9. cloth, 6s, pet, 

9he FliMUP. ftnd other Stories. 

Roval. i6mo. cloth, i^. net. 
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LYRE D' AMOUR (La). -Aa An- 
thology of French Love Poems. 

Selected, with Introauctibn and N«ttes. 
by C. B. Lewis. With Photogravure 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5^. net. 



MACAULAY (LORD).— The His- 
tory of BngUknd. I^cft Type. Fine 
pAi'ER Editjon, Ito S vols, pott 8ro, 
"^ doth, gilt top, 2s. Hfct per vol. ; lefltlier, 
gilt edges, 3*. net per vOl; 

McCARTHY(JUSTIN}, Booksby. 
The Reitfn of Queen Anne. Two 

Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 24^. 
A History of the Four O eo g |gee 
and of William the Fourth. 

Four Vols., demy 8vo, doth, 125. each. 

A History of Our Own Times 

from the Accession of Queeu Victoria to 
the Qeneral Election 0^1880. Libiiaky 
Edition. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 
i2s. each.—Also the Popular Eoitiox, 
in Four Vol8..£^Q>yn Svb, doth, 6s. each. 
—And the JUBILEE EDITION, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of |886, 
ih i Vols., deniy 8vo, doth, I51. 

A History ^of Ou? Own Times, 
Vol, V. from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee 
Demy 8vo, cloth, Ms. : crown 8vb. cloth 65, 

4 History of Our Own Times* 
Vols. Vl. and Vll., from 1897 to Accesisidn 
of Edward VII. 2 Vols., demy 8vo, eloth, 
24^.; crown Svo. cloth, 6s. each. 

A Short Alstbry of Our Omm 
TimeSt frpm the Accession of Queen 
Victoria to the Accession of King; 
Edward VII. Crown 8vo, doth, gilt 
top, 6*. : also the Popular Edition, 
post 8vo, d., 2s. 64. net : and the CukAp 
£DITION (to the year 1880) , med. Svo, 6a, 

Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo, doth, gilt top, zs. net p«: vol. ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3*. net per vol. 

me Rel^ Of QUeett Anne, in i Vol. 

i| Hlstoryof the four Oeorgea 
and of iSrilliam lY?, in 2 vols. 

A Histoi'y of Our Own Times from 
Actckdo n of Q. Victoria td 1901, iii 4 Vols, 

Crown 8vo, doth, zs. 6d. each ; post 8vo, pict. 
boftrds, as. each ; cloth Unftp, si. 6(^.eacti. 
The Waterdale Helghhours. 
My Bnemy'a Daughter. 
A jPair GUuEon. 1 lanley BoDhford« 
0earlAdyDisdain, | The Dictator. 
Miss Misanthrope. With 12 lUusts. 
Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations. 
The Gomet of a Hoaeow. 
Maid of Athens. Wl^ 12 lUustrations. 
Camlola. 
Red Dia monds. I Th^ R ld^^ia Rlntf, 

Crown 8vo. doth, 3*. 6rf. each- , 
The Three Disgraoes. i Mononla. 
Jiillan RiBvelstoae. 

*The Right Honourable.* By Justin 

McCarthy and MR3. Campbell Praed. 

Crown 8vo. clot h. 6s. 

McCarthy (J. H.), Worlc^ by. 
Tbe French Revolutloh. (Corwti- 

tuent Assembly, 1789-91.) Four Vols., 

demy 8vo, doth, 12s. each. 
An Outline of the HistoiQr of 

Ireland* Crown Svd^ i^ ; doth, u. 6d, 
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McCarthy (j. H^y-coHtinued. 

Haflz in London. 8vo, gold cloth, 3s. 6A 
Oup Sensation Novel* Crown Svo, 

IS. ; cloth, If. 6d. 
Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Qrown 8yo, is, 
Lily LatB. Crown 8vo, i^. ; cloth, is. 6d. 
A liondon Iiegend. Cr. gyo.cloth. js. 6rf . 

MACCOLL (HUd If).— Mr. 

&tr9Mger*s 5ei||4ul Packet. Cr. 8yo, 
cloth. 3f. 6d. ; post 8vo. iliuf. boards, ai. 



MACDONALD (Dr. QEORQE), 

Books by. 
Vorkft of Fanoy i^nd Im^htfinatlon 

Ten Vols., i6mOi cloth, gilt, in case, 214. ; 
or separately, Groller cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 
Also in i6mQ, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per 
Vol. ; leather gilt top, 3*. net per Vol. 
Vol. I. Within and WiTHduT— The 

Hidden Life. 
„ II. The Disciple — The Gospel 
Women— BOOK op Sonnets- 
Organ SONOS. 
„ III. Violin SoNfis— Songs of the 
Days and Nights— a Book 
OP Dreams— BpADSiDB Poems 
—Poems for Children. 
„ IV. Parables — Ballads — Scotch 
V. & VI. Phantasies. tSoNGS. 
„ VI I. the Portent. 
„ VIII. the Light Princess — The 

Giant's Heart— Shadows. 
„ IX. Cross Pxtrposbs-^Goloen Key 
Carasotn^LittlbDaylight. 
„ X. The Cruel Painter— The Wow 
o'RiWEN— The Castle— The 
BROKEN Swords— The grXy 
Wolf— Uncle C ornelius. 

Poetical Vopks of Qeovtfe Mao- 
Donald* t Vols.. cr.Sro, buoEram. its, i 
or in the ST. Martin's Library, pott 
8vo. cloth, gilt top, 2s, net per vol. j 
leather, gilt edges, sa. net per vol. 

Heather and Snow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3;. Get. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 

Iillith. C rown 8vo. cloth. 6s . 

The Poeket Oeortfe MaoDOhald: 

Passages Chosen bvTL H. Hyatt. i6nio, 
cloth gilt.aj. net ; leaOier gilt, 3^. net 



MACDONELL ( A Q N E S) . — 

Quaker Conslnt^ Post 8vo. boards. 2j. 



MACHRAY (ROBERT), NoveU 

bv« Crown 8vo. cloth, 3^. 6d. eadi. 
A Blow pver the HetMPt. 
The Private Deteotlve. 

gler Honour, 
entenoe d to DeR^h* 
The Myetery oi Lincoln's Ihn 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. ; Chea^ 
Edition, picturie cover, is, net. 
The Woman Vl^s. Cr. 8vo . cloth, 6s. 



MACKAY (Dr. CHAS.).— Inter- 

lades and Uatfertofiee. Cr.8yo^cloth,6j. 



MACKAY ( WILLIAAI). — A 

Meitder of Nets. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 



MACLISE PortraitQallery (The) 
61 illustrloiis Literary Charaeterlt 
85 Portraits by Danirl Maclisb; 
with Memoirs by William B^tss, B.A. 
Crown 8V0, doth. 35. 6d. 

MAdiC LANTEl^N, The, ^nd its 

Management By T. C. Hep worth. 
With 10 lUusts. Cr. 8vq, is. ; cloth^i*. 6rf. 



MAdNA CHARTA: A Facsimile of 

the Original, 3 ft. by 2 ft., Mtrfth Arms and 
Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 5^. 



iVIALLOCK (W. H.), Works by* 
The Kew Republic. Po^t 8vo, cloth, , 
3f. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 2s. ; LARGE 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 8f«, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s, net ; leather, gilt f dges, 
3*. net 

BeemR. Small 4to, parchment, Ss. 
Is Life Worth lilvlng? Crown 8vo, 
buclcrani, bs. 



MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 

Mort d' Arthur, Selections from, edited 
by B. M. Nanking. Post 8Vo. clotli, a*. 



MAROUERITtE (PAUL and 

VICTOR). Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 64. each. 
The Dlsastto. Translated by K. Lees. 
Vanity. Translated by K. S. West. With 
Portrait Frontispiece. 

The Conunnne* Translated b^ F. Lees 
and R. B. Douglas. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 65. 



MARKING (Yoshio), Books by. 
A Japanese Artist In I<ondon. 

With 8 Illusts. in Three Colours ^nd 4 in 
Monochrome. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 6s. net. 
Oxford nom Within. By Hugh de 
S^LINCOURT. With a Note and 12 Illus- 
trations in Three Colours and 8 in Sepia 
by YosHio Marking. Demy 8vo, cloth, 
7s. 6d. ne t. ; parchment^ l y. net. 

Large fcap. 4to, cloth, aos. net each ; Large 
Paper Copies, parchment, 435. net each. 
The Colour of London. By w. j. 
LOPTIE. F.S.A. With Introdijstlod by 
M. H. SPIELMANN, Preface and Illus- 
trations in Three Colours and Sepia by 
YOSHIO MARKING. 

The Colour of Parle. By MM. Les 

Acad^miciens Goncourt. With Intro- 
duction by L. B^N^DrtB, Preface and 
Illustrations in Three Colours and Sepia 
by TosHio Marking. 
The Oolonr of Rone. By Olavr m. 
Potter, with Introduction by Doug- 
las SLADBN, Preface and Illustrations 
in Three Colours and Sepia by YosHio 
Marking. 



MARLOWE'S Works, including 

his Translations. Edited with Notes by 
Col. Cunningham. Cr. 8vo. cloth. 3^. 6d. 



MACKENZIE (W. A.).— The 
DreEoI DreiiRf • Crown 8vo, doth. 6s. \ 



MARSH (RICriARD).-A 

5poiIer of Men* Cr. 8vo, doth, 3s. 6d. ; 
Popti.AR RDrrroN, medium 8vo, 6d. 



i 
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MASTER OP GAME (THE): 
The Oldest Bngll«h Book on 
Hnotliiff. By Edward, Secomt Duke 
of York. Edited by W. A. and F. 
Baillib-Grohman. With Introduction 
by Thbodorb Roosevelt. Photogravure 
Frontispiece, and 33 Full-page Illustna. 
after lUuminations. Large cr. 8vo. 
cl . ^s. 6d, net ; parchment, los. 6d, net. 



MA5SINQBR'S Plays. From the 

Text of WiLUAM Gipford. Edited bv 
Col. Cunningham. Cr. 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d, 



MASTEKMAN (J.).— Half - a - 

dogen Daughters. Po«t 8vo. bHg.. aj. 

MATTHEWS (BKANDER).~A 

Secret of the 89m. Post 8vo, iUua- 

tratedboards, 2s. ; clot h, at. 6d. 

MAX O'RJeLLTBookA by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 6d. each. 
Her Royal HIghneu WomsA. 
Between Oupselvea. 
Rambles In Womanland. 



MEDICI (Uves of the EARLY) as 
told in their Letters. By Janet Ross. 
With Illustrations and Facsimiles. Demy 
8vo. cloth. 10s. 6d. net. 



MEADE (L. T.), Novels by. 
A Soldier of Fortune. Crown 8to. 
cloth, 3f. 6d. ; post 8vo. ili ust boards, zi. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.^. 6d. each. 
The Voice of tbe Charmer. 
In an Iron Grip. | The Blren. 
Dr. Ramsey's Patient. 
On the Brink of a Chaem. 
The Way of a Woman. 
A Bon of Ishmael. 
An Adventuress. | Roeebury. 
The Blue Diamond. 
A Stumble by the Way. 
This Troublesome World. 



MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The 

New). Small crown 8va pure rag 
paper, boards, sr. net per voL ; pigskin 
with clasps, 75. 6d. net per vol. 

1. The Book of the Duke of True 
IiOVers. Translated from the Middle 
French of Christine db Pisan. with 
Notes by Auce Kemp-Welch. Wood- 
cut Title and 6 Photogravures. 

fl. Of the Tumbler of our Lady, 
and other Miracles. Translated 
from the Middle French of Gadtirr db 
CoiNCi, &c.. with Notes by AUCB Kbmp- 
"Welch. Woodcut and 7 Photogravures. 

8. The Chatelaine of Vergi. Trans- 
lated from the Middle French by Alice 
Kemp- Welch, with the original Text, 
and an Introduction by Dr. L. Brandin. 
Woodcut Title and 5 Photogravures. 

4. The Babees* Book. Edited from 
J)r. Furnivall's Texts, with Notes, by 
Edith Rickert. Woodcut Title and 6 
Photogravures. 

5 The Book of the Divine Con- 
solation of Saint Angela da 
Foli^O. Translated by MARY G. 
Steegmann. Woodcut Title and lUusts. 



MBDIBVAL LIBRARY iThey-conttnued. 

6. The Legend of the Holy Fina, 
Virgin of Santo . Gemlniano. 

Translated by M. Mansfield. Woodcut 
Title and 6 Photogravures. 

7. Barly Bn^sh Romances of 
Love. Edited in Modern English by 
EuiTH Rickert. 5 Photogravures. 

a. Barly Bnglish Romancas of 
Friendship. Edited, with Notes, by 
Edith Rickert. 6 Photogravures. 

9. The Cell of Self-Knowledge. 
Seven Early Mystical Treatises printedi m 
1851. Edited, with Introduction and 
Notes, by Edmund Gardner, HJi. 
Collotype Frontispiece In two colours. 

10. Ancient Bnglish Christmas 
Carols. 1100-1700. Collected and 
arranged by Edith Rickert. With 8 
Photogravures. Special price of this 
volume, boards, 'js. td, net ; pigskin 
with clasps. 10s. td. net. 

11. Trobador Poets t Selections from 
the Poems of Eight Trobadors. Trans- 
lated from the Proven9al, with Intro- 
duction and Notes, by Barbara 
Smtthb. With Coloured Frontispiece 
9nd Decorative Initials. 



ME LB A: A Biography. By 

Agnes M. Murphy. With Chapters by 
Madame Melba on The Art of Sing- 
ing and on The Selection of Music as 
a Profession. Portraits. Views, and Fac- 
similes. Demy 8vo, cloth, i6s. net. 



MERRICK (HOPE). — When a 

Oirrs Engaged, cr. Svo. cloth, 3^ . 6rf. 

MERRICK (LEONARD), by. 
The Man who was Good* Crown 

8vo, c!., 3 J. 6rf. ; post 8vo. i liust. bds., 2*. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3«. bd. each. 
Cynthia. | T his Sta< e of F ools. 

METHVENlPAUL), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6x. each. 
Influences. | Billy. 



MEYNELL (ALICE).— The 

Rower of the Mind : s Choice 
among tbe Best Poens. In i6mo. 
cloth, gilt, 2s, net : leather, 35. net. 



MINTO (WM.).— Was She Qood 

or Bad ? Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 



MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3;. 6d. each. 
The Lone Star Rush. With 8 lUusts. 
Only a Ni^er. 
The Beif orts of Cnlben . 

Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat backs, 2s. each. 
Plotters of Paris. 
The Temple of Death. 
Towards the Bterhal Snoi 



MOLESWORTH (Mrs.).— 

Hathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 3j.6(f. : post 8vo. iliust. boards, 2s. 



MONCRIEFP (W. D. SCOTT-).— 
The Abdication s A Drama. Withy 

Etchings. Imperial 4to, buckram, 2x1. 



1 



111 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



21 



►RD (BERTRAM), Novels 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 3^. 6rf. each, 
law Fannlng*s Quest. 
iph of HUary Blaohlaa^. 
an d'a Chmn. 
0, clutb, ss. td. each ; picture cloth, 

flat back, 2s, each. 
lUGk of Gerard Rtdgeley. 
Lt ntfs AsaegaL With 6 lUusta. 

un-Runner. Cr. %xo, cl.. 3^. td.-, 
.p Edition, mediimi 8vo., 6(f. 
yOreenoak'sCharife. Crown 

cloth. 65. 

OW (W. C.).— Bohemian 

Is of To- Day. With 106 Illmtg.by 
UARD CncURL. Smal] demv Rvo.cl.'ij. 



OCK (J. E.)f Stories by. 

m 8to, cloth. 31. td. each. 

I the Jester. 

iold en Idol* 

it Svo, illustrated boards, 2t. each. 

lead Man's Secret. 

th e Bosom of th e Deep. 

» Weird and Wonderfnl. 

8vo. iUust. boards, 2s. : cioth. ts. td. 
Marian and Robin Hood. 

ti 12 Ulus. by Stanley L. Wood. Cr, 
cloth. .V. 6d. : picture cl. flat back. 2s. 



NEWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken 

from the Enemy. With 8 Illustrations 
in Colour by Gerald Leake. Crown 
8vo, cloth. 31. td. net ; or fcap. 8vo« 
without illustrations, paper cover, is. 



NISBET (HUME), Books by. 

*Bail Upl' Crown 8vo. cloth, zs. td.-, 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; 
Popular Edition, medium 8vo, td. 

Dr. Bernard Bt. Vincent. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 25. 



OHNET (GEORGES), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Dr. Ram ean. | A L ast I<ove. 
A Weird Qif C. Cro wa 6vo, cloth, ss. td. 
post 8vo, illustrated boards , 2s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. td. each. 
The Path of Glory. 
Love's Depths. 
The Money-maker. 
The Woman of Mystery. 
The Conqueress. 



RAY (D. CHRISTIE), 

elt by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. 
; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 
e's Atonement. 
h's Coat. With 12 Illustratlona. 

of Fire. With 3 lUustrafions. 

trantfe. I A Wasted Grime. 

>fUl o* Nails. I Hearts. 

ray of the World. 

t Despair. | A Model Father. 

laser's Hero. 

.e Gate of the Sea. 

of Human Nature. 
Person Sintfular. 
lartin's Little Girl, 
s Revenues. 
; Fo rtune. I In D irest Peril. 

rown 8vo. cloth, ss, td, each. 

Little World. 
oe for Millions, 
thurch of Humanity. 

in Prose and Verse, 
lir's Last Journey. 

A C hronicle of Castle Barfield. 

la's Father. Crown 8vo, doth, ts- 
>wn Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth. 
d. ; picture cloth, flat back. 2s, 
h*s Goat. PopDLAR Edition, td . 

!AY (D. CHRISTIE) and 

NKY HERMAN, Novel* by. 

ivn 8vo. cloth. 3s. td, each ; post 8vo. 
trated boards. 2s, each. 
traveller Returns. 
lUhops' Bible. 
ronesMi Alias. With lUustrations 

i. FORBSTIKR and G. NiCOLET. 



GUI DA, Novels by. Crown «vo, 

cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. each. 



Tricotrin. 

Rufflno. 

Othmar. 

Frescoes. 

Wanda. 

Ariadne. 

Pasoarel. 

Chandos. 

Moths. 

Puok. 

Idalia. 

Bimbi. 
Sitfna. 
Priendihip, 
Oollderoy. 



A Dotf of Flanders. 
Cecil Gastlemaine's 

Oaite. 
Princess Napraxine. 
Held in Bondage. 
Under Two Flatfs. 
Folle-Farine. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 
A Village Commune. 
In a Winter City. 
Santa Barbara. 
In Maremma. 
Strathmore. 
Pipistrello. 
Two Offenders. 
Syrlin. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. td. each. 
A Rainy June, i The Massarenes. 

The Waters of Bd era. 

Crown 8vo. picture cloth, flat back. 2s, each. 

Syrlin. I The Waters of Bdara. 



Popular Editions, medium 8vo, td. each. 



Moths. 

Puck. 

Tricotrin. 

Chandos. 

Ariadne. 



AU (MAX).— Morsraniitlc. 

at. by Elizabeth Lee. Cr, 8vo, cl. ts. 



Under Two Flatfs. 

Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

The Masearenes. 

Friendship. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. 

Idalia. I Othmar. I Pasoarel. 

A Villaite Commune. (Crown 8vu.) 

Folle-Farine. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. Large 
Type Edi tion'. Fcip. 8vo . cloth, is, net. 

Demy ttvo, cu>th , v. net each. 

A Dog of Flanders, The NOrn- 
berg Stove, ftc. With 8 Illustrations 
in Colour by Maria L. Kirk. 

Bimbi: Stories for Children. With 8 
Illustratio ns in Colour by M aria L. KIRX. 

Wisdom, itfit,and Pathos, selected 
from the Works of Ouida by F. Syonbt 
Morris. Pott.8vo, doth, gilt top, ac set ; 
leather, gilt edges, 31. net. 
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RBADB iCfiARLBSy-contittufd. 
PopOLAR Editions, medium Svo, 6d. cicb. 

Jk Perilous Saorst. 

A Woman-hater. 

Tbe CoursajBfTrueJLove. 

THe WandleriDg Heir. Large Typb 
Edition, tcap.Bvo. cloth. 15. net. 

Ttf OloiflteF and the Hearth. 
With 16 Photogravure and 84 haif-tooe 
lUustrations by Matt B. Hewerdink. 
Small 4to, cloth, 6s. net.— Also the 
St. Martin's Illustrated Edition. 
with 20 Illustrations in 4 Colours and 
10 in Black and White by Btam SHAW. 
R.I. Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. 6d. ; parch- 
ment its, net. 

RICHARDSON (PRANK), Novels 

by. 
The Man who Lett hit Past. With 

50 IllustraUoDS by ToM Brqwnb. R.I. 

Crown 8vo, doth, 3*. 6d, ; POPULAR 
. Edition, picture cover is, net. 
The Bayiwater Miraole. Crown 

8vo, cloth , ^s. td, 

Crown 8vo. cloth, cu. each. 
The Klntf*s Counsel. 
Sem i-Soolety. | There and Baoh. 

RIDDBLL (Mrs.), Novels by. 

ML Rich Man's Dau^ter. Crown 

8vo, cloth^ 3j. td. 
Weird Stories* Crown 8vo, cloth, 

is,td.', p ost 8vo, picture bo ards, 24. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 21. each. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. 
Fairy Water. i Idle Tales. 
Her Mother's Darling. 



ROSS (ALBERT) A Suflpur 

Princess. Crown 8vo. cloth; 3s. tai 



RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. td. each. 
Barbara Derin^. 
Meriel : A Love Story. 



ROBINSON (P. W.), Novels by. 
Women are Strange. Post 8vo, 
illustrate d boards, is. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. td. each; post 8vo« 
illustrated boards, or. each. 
The Hands of Justice. 
The Woman in the Park. 

ROLFE (PR.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, ts. each. 
Hadrian the Seirenth. 
Don Tarquinio. 



ROWS ELL (MARY C.)^ 
Monsieur de Paris. Crown Svo, 

cloth. 3.y. td. * 

ROYAL COLLECTIONS, Notei 

on PicturM in the. Edited by Lionel 
CUST, M.V.O., and published by permiit* 
sion of H.M. KiNQ George V. With 51 
Illustrations in Pbetogravure, Collotype, 
and Half-tone. Rov. 4to, cl.. i^s.td. net. 

RUNCIMAN (JAS.).— Skipperii 

and Shellbacks. Cr. 8vo. cloth. 35. td. 



ROLL OP BATTLE ABBEY, 

THE: List of the PrincipalWarriors who 
came from Normandy with William Ihe^ 
Conqueror. 1066. In Gold and Colours, sj. 

ROMAUNT (THE) OP THE 

R05B. With 30 Illustrations in 
Coloured Collotype by Kpith Hinder- 
SON and NORkfAN WILKINSON. Crown 
4*0, cloth, 21*. net. 



ROSENQARTBN(A.).— A Hand- 
book of Architectural Styles. Trans- 
lated by W. Collett-Sandars. With 
630 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s. td. 



RUSKIN SERIES (The). Square 

i6mo. cl.. with Frontispieces, is. net ea. 
The Kintf of tbe Golden Rivesb 

By John Ruskix. Illustrated by 

Richard Dotlk. 
Rusbin as a Reliifious Taaoher. 

By F. W. Farrar, D.D. 
Bab and his Friends. By Dr. Jonk 

Brown. 
Old Christmas. By Washington 

Irving. 
Fairy Tales firom Tuscany. / Byli 

M. Andbrton. 

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels 

by. Crown !8vo, cloth, 34. 6d, each : 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, as, each; 
cloth. 2s. td. each. 

Round the Galley-Fire. 

In the Middle Watch. 

On the Fo'k'sle Head. 

A Voyatfe to the Cape. 

A Book for the Hammock; 

The Mystery of the ' Ocean Star.' 

The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 

The Tale of the Ten. 

An Ocean Tratfedy. 

My Shipmate liouise. 

Alone on a Wide Wide Sea, 

The Good Ship ' Mohock.* 

The Phantom Death. 

Is He the Man 7 | Heart of Oak. 

The Convict Ship. 

The Iiast Bntry . 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. td. each. 

A Tale of Two Tunnels. 

The Death Ship. 

The* Pretty PoUy.' With 12 lUustra- 
tions by G. £. Robertson. 

Overdue. I Wrong Bide Out. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo. 6d. each. 

The Convict 8hip4 

Is He th e Man? 

Wrong Side Out. Curap Edition. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, is, net. 

RUSSELL (HERBERT).— true 

Blue. Crown 8vo, cloth, ^. 6d, 



RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3j. 6d, each ; picture 

clolh fl^it back. 2^. net each. 
A Country Sweetheart* 
The Drift of Fate. 
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RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE 

(The Fortress of Schluesselburg). By I. 
P. YOUVATSHEV. Translated by A. S. 
Kappoport. M.A. With 16 Plates. 
Demy 8vo. cloth, ^s. 6d. net. 

SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, ^s. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards^ 2s. each. 

A FeUow of Trinity. With a Note 
by Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

The JoBlop Dean. 

Ordliapd Damarel. 

The Master of St. Benedict**. 

In the Face of the World, 

To Hie Own Master. ^ 

The Tre mlett Diamond s. 

Crown 8vo, doth, ss, 6d. each. 
The Woointf of May. 
Vortnne's Giite. 
A Tra^c Honeymoons 
. Gallantry Bower. 
A Proctor's Wooing. 
Bonnie Magtfle lAuder. 
bfuPs Secret. 



Mrs. Donb 
Mary Unvrin. 



With H Ilhistrations. 



SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). — A 

l.cvMitine Family. Cr. 8vo. cL -w. W. 



SALA (Q. A.).— Qaslisfht and 

Dayllfl^ht. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. 



5ELINC0URT (HUGH DE).— 
Oxford from WItblo. With a Note 
and 20 Illustrations in Colour and M«n*- 
chrome by YosHio Marking. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 7s. ttd, net ; parchment. 15^. net. 



SERQEANT(ADELINE), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. eacd. 
Under False Pretences. 
Dr. Bndlcott's Bzperiment. 
The Missing Blisabeth. 



5ERM0N ON THE MOUNT 

f The). Illuminated in Gold and Colours 
by Alberto Samgorski. Fcap. 4to. 
Jap. vellum, 6s. net ; parchment, lull 
gilt, %s. 6d. met. 



ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The). 

In pocket size, cloth, gilt top, zr. net per 
Vol. ; leather, gilt edges, zs. net per Vol. 

By Sir Walter Besant. 
London. J Westminster. 

Jerusalem. By Besant and Palmer. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
Sir Richard Whittintfton. 
Oaspard da Colltfny. 

By Boccaccio. 
The Decameron. 

By Robert Browning. 
Pippa Passes: and Men and Wo- 
men. With 10 Illustrations in Colours 
by £. Fortescue Brickdale. 
Dramatis Persona; and Dra- 
matic Romances and Lyrics. 
With 10 Illustrations in Colours by £. 
Fortescue Brickdale. 

By Robert Buchanan. 
The^hadow of the Sword. 



5T. MARTIN'S l^l^lBtKlCi —continued. 

In pocket size, cloth, gilt top, zs. net per VoL ; 
leather, gilt edges, 35. net per V«L 
By Hall Caine. 
The Deemster. 

By WILKIE COLUNS. 

The Woman in White. 

By Daniel Defoe. 
Robinson Crusoe. With 37 Illus- 
trations by G. Cruikshank, 

By Charles Dickens. 
Speeches. With Portrait. 

By Austin Dobson. 
Bltfhteenth Century Vi^ettes. 
iM Tnree Series, each Illustraled. 
By W. S. Gilbert. 
Original Plays. In Four Series. 

By Thomas Hardy. 
Under the Qreenvrood Tree. 

By Bret Harte. 
Condensed Noirels. 
Mliss, The Luck of Roaring Camp, 

and other Stories. Witn Portrait. 
Poetical Works. 

By Oliver Wendell Holmes. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. G. Thomson. 
Compiled by A. H. Hyatt. 
The Charm of London: An Anthology. 
The Charm of Bdinburgh. 
The Charm of Venice. 
The Charm of Paris. 

By Richard Jkfferies. 
The Life of the Fields. 
The Open Air. 
Nature near London. 

By Charles Lamb. 
The Bssays of Blia. 

By Lord Macaulat. 
History of Bngland, in 5 Volumes. 

By Justin McCarthy. 
The Reign of Queen Annis. in i Vol. 
A History or the Four Georges 

and of William lY., in a Vols. 
A History of Our Ovrn Times from 
Accession of Q. Victoria to 1901, in 4 Vols. 
By George MacDonald. 
Poetical Works. In 2 vols. 
Works of Fancyand Imagination, 
in 10 Vols. i6mo. (For List, see p. 19.) 
By W. H. M allocs. 
The New Republic. 
By OuiDA. 
Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. Se- 
lected by F. Sydney Morris. 
By Charles Reade. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. With 
jz Illustrations by M. B. Hewerdine. 
•It is Never Too Lat^to Mend.' 

S.-lected by Frank Sidgwick. 
Ballads and Lyrics of Love. 
With 10 Coloured Iiiusts. by ByamShaw, 
Historical and Legendary Bal- 
lads. Wtth 10 Coloured Illustrations 
by Byam Shaw. 
By Robert Louis Stevenson. 
An Inland Voyage. 
Travels with a Donkey. 
The Silverado Squatters. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Tirginibus Puerisque. 
Men and Books. 
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ST. MARTIN'S UBHAUY-^9ntiHft/4' |« 

In pocktt tiM. doth, gilt lop. ^. qet per Vol. ; S 
leather* gift edges, $s. net p«r Vol. 
By Robbrt Louis, Stevenson. 
New Arabian Vfighi^ 
Jlorosi ilM Plains. 
The Mernr lf«B* 
Prlnoa Otto. . 
In the Boatli mmrnw* 
Bssi^ys of Travel. 
Weir er Hermletefi. 
Talei and Faataelee. 
Tbe Art of Wrltlatf. 
CSoUeoted Poems. 

fiv ii. A. TainE- 
History oxttntfilsh Literature, iii 
4 Vote. With 32 |»ortraks. , 

By Mark Twain.— Bkeiohes. 
By Wauson and GQTTdM. 
The Complete Antfler. 

By Walt WifiTiiiAN. 
Poems. Selected and Edited by W. Ai. 
]^08SETTi. With t^ortrait. 






SEYMOUR (CYftltK Novels by. 

Crow^ 8vo. cloth, 6$. ea«l»^ 
Tlie ilagio of To-Morrow. 
Comet Gkaos. 



5HAD0WIJBSd MAN (THE): 

P^ter^cblemUil. By A.von Chamisso. 
Translated by ^ir toHN Bowrino. and: 
lUuatrated by GOri>om Browne. Demy 
8vo, cloth, 3<. 6d, net. 

SHAKBSPEAltE LIBRARV 

With the spelling of the Quarto or the 
P61ib zd the bads of the Text, and all 
changes marked In heafvy type. Edited, 
•vritfi brief Introductions and wotes,^y t. 
J. PuRNivALt, M.A., IXLltt., and F. W. 
Clarke, UJl. pemy 8vb, cloth. 2i, 
6d. net each Play ; or Libr^lry E<ntioe, 
pare rag paper, half-parchmenf, 5*. net 
pe* Pla3^ A list of the volunies already 
published or in tlie pi-ess maiy be had. 

Part tl 
TRB SHARBSPBA^KCLAdSIOl^. 

Small crown 8vo, ouarter-bonnd aoiltque 
grey t>oards, 2s. 6a. net per vol. ; whole 
g9ld-browiii velvet persia^; 4*1 n«t 
per vol.; also at Limited iMiOon 0^ 
larger paper, ball parchment, gilt tops 
5s. net. per vol. Each volume with' 
Frontispiece. 




Yoa tilke rt." fidlted by w. w. 
Gre6, m.a. 

3. Qreene*S * Pfmdorsto,* or * Doratf^ 
tus and Fawnla*: tlie origlnail 
of Shakespeava's *Wlnter'h 
Tale.' Edited by P. G, Thomas. 

3. Brooke's poei|i of 'Romevs and 
JullAt ' : the orli^lnM of 8b9ke- 
si^^re's 'Romeo and 4ultet|' 
Edited by P. A. Daniel. Modenitseti 
and re>edited By J, J. MVNRO. 




D 



hn; 



m 




4. 'The T\ 

bySliar 

Edited by F. J. Ft;itNf&ALl»- 

5.6. 'TMbi at9td*y df 

With ether poom^en^ Ulyist 
the sQjircff o^_$lta|rsp^are'% |»la}r> aiid 

th^J^"W 



source 
IntroductoiFy Stsdr 

HAMLET ht^r9(rV ^^ 

7. 'The Play olkiM 
Three Dangnteps ' x 

\ tM SUBlJOQt of 

ited bv Sidney L^, , ..^ 

8. ;TheJramintf oJ^JtoWr 
Being the old play »edpiK S^lfeMsue 
in 'The Taming of the Shrew.' EdHted 
by Ptofeseor F. S. B0A81 If.A, 

9. The Bonrttoi tm^Atuik MM ef 
' A Mldsammeim$jflirilD|5pB.' 
Edited ^f PftAKff Stt^lfig. ^^ 

10. 'The FanMWir Vl«idftf4d of 
Henryir.* ' ^ ' ■■,- • 

XX. ' ThoMdMSeltaii'e tli« OMfi^ 

?t Bhtkitespediie's *ettttt#£Fdf 
B?^ri..' Lathi ttirt, With fh^ m 
ethaiv f irai^ation. Edited bj W. H. 
RotJSE, LlttD. 
is. 'Promos ttttd iSditiiiEBtdra*! 

13. *Ap^o]^ila And Btila' th^ 

source pf 'Twelfth Night.' Edtfe^lry 

t^» and '1£l^ TlMtf xSMitid:* «f 
Bl^«Mi.B«SEe #f Yiobra:^:- tie 

originals of the second and tfair^ parts ot 
•king Henry VI.' _j 

15- n^lllMiMeSC^'^^frinBpiUMlBt.*; 

x6. The apui^es of * cymtlic. 

Edited by Professor L GeiXANGz^ 
18. Romantlo Tales » the sotisces of 
' The Two Gentlenoten of Verens,* * Merry 
Wives.' 'Much Ado aboot Nothing.' 
• All's Well that Ends Well.' V 

sources of * Julius Caesap,' ^Antosy aad 
Qeopatf a,' • Coriofciquff,' and ' Tlmon; 
Edited b y C. F. TucjCER B rooke, M.A 
Part ill. . . 

won YOOHO PiOP|^« 

With lUustratioos and Ijl^sic. Bat;^ ou 
Mary and C^aRI^ LAI|B^sTAU^t||oii;J 
SHAKKSPEAt^Bt and edited by Profeaair' 
I. GOLLANCz, Yl^ has itisefte4 «t|hls 
a prose eetttng those scenes aad 
f»a«»sg«t from the P4sys.^# DCldch 
^e youngreader should early h0o«iie ac« 
quainted. The^ liusio ai^anged by T. 

MASKELL H-ARDY. l(np«i1llVl6R10t4l9th, 

|Mk 6^ net per jfoL ^ leaflter. i^^ 6dtptt per ^ ] 
vol. ; School EditUa«a,^^8<^. net Mr v& 
h The Tempest.^^ 
H. As. Ton Mlw it.^ 
HI. 




t^ 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 



27 



THB LAMB dHAKBSPBARB— ctfw/. 
IV. The Mevohant of Venice. 
V. TUB WinteF*s Tale. 

VL Tveiftii Hunt. 
VI t. Cyttbenniir 
ViU. Romeo and Jn^UH^ 

IX. Mftobi^. 

X. Huoh JUp Ah6ut N othing. 

XI. A I«lfe of ShakespeaFe tot tUe 

Toatttf. ^ IPreparing. 

xil. An Bvenlnf with tolike- 
npearo: id Dramatic Tableaux for 
Voang People, with Music by T. 
UhSjaax ffARDY,9Pd IUu9tr$Uon9. 
Clpth, 2i. Qct ; ieatli^r, 31. 6d^ net : 
lipe n, li. 6J.net. 

BHAK^BPB^V'S BtlOI«AND. 

A series of volupif s Utu^a^ve o| the 
Ufe, thought 9114 letters of EQgl^nd in |he 
time of shakespsare. 
KobePt Iianeham'e Ii^tteiP^escnbijig 
part <^f tl|^ Sqtortaiament giyen to 
Queen Et^beth at KffoUwwtll C9«tle in 
1575. With Introdiwdon %y Dr. Fvrmi- 
VALL, aind lUufetrations. Deiny 8to, 
cloth, 5». n*t. 

yin ilotfuea and Yatfabdnds 6f 
Blialieipear^s Tonin: reprints of 
Awdeiey's * Fraternise of Vacabondes,* 
Ham)9Q's *Cayefl;t fqr CommonCursetOra,' 
Parson Habeii'sbr Hy^rd^e*^ 'Senkidn 
la Pnilse of ThicTes: and Thievery/ ftc 
WUhmJi|iyV9o<|ra4ts. Edited, tvfth In- 
tiodiictien* by EpWARP Vilm and Dr. 
PuRKiVALL. Demy Syo, cjeth, 59. net, 

Bhakeepeiire'p j^plinflied: a reprint 

of aU the passages in Holinljied's 
'Chronicle* of which use was maude in 
Sh|i|c«si^Mr«i'9 Hldoricat Flayib, lirltk 
Notjt?. Edite4 by W. GL 305WELL 
Stone. RoyaJ 8to, cloth, xos. td, net 



STAMUBT BRAfTHyrXn^. With Fr($nUs- 



wi0i NptU by WitMAM 



piece d^nd Vignette, Small crown 8vo. 
cloth, 3«. td, net ; vellum gilt, ^s, td, net 

The fthakeepeave .||li|iBlott Book. 

Reprints of all references to Shakespeare 
jkn4 bi^WorlfS Morf tbf dqee <tf the i^b 
century, collected by Dr. iNC^Jtl^XkMiss 
U TOUUfHi SNllTH, Dr. Ptj^KlV^XU jwd 
J. 4. ]^UKr6« Two vols., ray^M Svo, doth. 

0arrleoa*« piesoription of Bntf- 

lead. Part IV. Uniform with Parts 
li-IIl. as issued by the New Shakspere 
Society. Edited by Dr. PcrSivau.. 
With addHioM by Mr». C. C. Stpi»^ 




TKe Aiftipf $ ha l | t B»p0ftga» byA,c. 

SwiNBtfRNB. C^. $vo^ |)iickr9m. ^. set. 

Bhakespeare'i J|]mie|heairi s » 

Bomanoe. 6y Sarah h. ^srlinq. 

With 6 Coloured I|lt|i|tr^oafl by C; B. 

PSCK. 



CokMire4 I|lui|tr^oafl 
Square 6vo, cloth, 6i« 



SHARIF (WlLLIAM).-'Cliildreii 

ofTo-mefi'OW. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3«.6</. 



SHERARD (R. H.).-Ro|;Ue3. 

Crown ^ro, cloth, i«. 64. 



5HER|[PAN'5 (RICHARD 

Bi^lNSLBY) ComplftP V^pr^s. 

Crown 8vo. yloth. 3j- 6i. 



SHERWOPP (MARaARET).- 

0APHNB : a PastoraL With Coloured 
Freotispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3*. 6d, 



SHIEL (M. P.), Novels by. 
The Purple doud. Cr. Svo.cioth. 35. 6U. 
Unto the 7hivd Generation. Cr.svo, 

cloth, 61. 



SIMS (OEORQE R.)> Books by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s, each ; cloth 
limp, ts. 6d, each. 
The Rin({ o* Bella. 
^nUToto^^Ji Griin<^ | Si^eph. 

y Two WlVei. t Tales of To-day • 
Lensoirf of a Landlady* 
trenii^frott the Show; 
(he Ten Oommandments. 

Crown 8vo, picture cover, u. each; cloth. 
• x/. 64. each. 
The Datfonet Reoit^r and Reader. 
Datfonel Pittlei. | I4fe We Live. 



&§f5?<?^ **«'"•' 



>f Iion4on. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6eL Mch; post 8vo, 
picture boards, is. each ; clotn, 2s. od, each. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Rogues a nd Yagahond s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth , is. 6d, p^ck, 
Joyce Pleasantry. With a Frontis- 

' piece by HUGH Thomson. 
For Life— and After. 
Moo upon fi Ohriitmas Time^ 
With 8 Illustrations by CilAS. Green , K. 1. 

Ill JLoodjOP** Heart. 
A BlindMarrladOi 
Without th* Idmellghft» 
The Small-part Lady. 
Moigraphe of ]M>yi0n« 
The Mystery of Mary Anno. 

Picture clpthk flat back, 2s. each. 

Rotfuei and Vagabonds. 
In I^nd pn's Heart. 

Popular Eininoifs, medimn Svo, 6d. each. 



Mary jan«M Memoirs* 
Mary Jano Married. 
Rotfues and Yadabonds. 



Yafal 



How the Poor Live; and HorrlMe 
London* Crown 8vo^ leathereUe. 11. 

Dajfonet Itapamas. Crown 8vo. xr. 

Dafonsit Abroad^ Crtfwn 8vo, cloth, 
3f.6(g. : npet Svei, picture cover, 23. 

Mi» Wlie% Mavand^ Cc tvo» elotfa, 
g«.M. i Chiap Sditiow, xf.net. 
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SHELLEY*5 Complete WORKS 

la Verse and Prose. Edited by R. 

Hbrnb Shbphkrd. 5 VuISm 3^. 6d, ea. 
Poetioal Works, in Three Vols. : 

Vol. I. Margaret Nicholson; Shelley's 
Correspondence with Stockdale ; Wandering 

tew : Queen Mab ; Alastor ; Rosalind and 
ielen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais. 
Vol. II. * Laon and Cythna : The Cenci ; 

iulian and Maddalo ; Swellfoot the Tyrant : 
'he Witch of Atlas ; Epipsychidion : Hellas. 

VoL III. Posthumous Poems; The 
Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
Fros« Works, in Two Vols. : 

VoU I. Zastrozzi ; St Irvyne ; Dublin and 
Marlow Pamphlets ; Refutation of Deism : 
Letters to Leifi-h Hunt : Minor Writings. 

VoL II. Essavs : Letters from Abroad : 
Translations and Fragments ; a Biograpliy 



SPEIGHT (E. EO-The Qallec 

of Tor bay. Crown >>vo. cloth, 6y. 

bPfeVi'lUUE (ri. tt.). — Tl 

Heritoge of Bvo. Cr. 8vo. doth. 6s. 

SPIELMANN (MRS. M. HTu 
Books by. 

Large crown 8vo, c^oth, 5; net. each. 

Marf(4MvR«df ord and her Fr i ends. 
With Illustrations bv Gordon Brow.se. 

The Ralnhow Book: Sixteen 
Tales of Fun and Fanoy. With 
37 Illustrations by AKTHUR kackham, 
Hugh Thomson, Bkrnakd Partridgb, 
Lewis Raum br, and other artists. 



SPRIGOE (S. SQUIRE). — An 
iadttstrions Chsvaller. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3*. 6d, 



SIGNBOARDS: Their History, in 
eluding Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and J. 
C. HOTTBN. With95 lUustratious. Crown 
8vo. cloth. 3'.6<f. 



515TERD0RA. By M. Lonsdale. 

Demy 8vo. 4d. ; cloth. 6d. 



SLANQ DICTIONARY (The): His- 
torical and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo. d., 6x. 6d. 



SMEDLEY (CONSTANCE: Mrs. 

Maxwell Armfield), Novels by. 

Tlia Juno Prlncosi. Cr. 8vo, cL, 3«. M. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. each. 
SovTloe. I Motbops and Fathaw. 
See also Tho Flower Book, p. 11. 

SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown 

8vo. 15. : cloth, u. 6d, 



SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).- 

5onffs of Adieu. 4to. Tsn. vellum, ftt. 



SPALDING (Kenneth J.). —A 

Pilflrrlm's Way: Songs. Fcap. 4to, 
buckym, 3J. 6d. net. 



SPEIGHT (T. W.), Novels by. 

Post 8vo. illustrated tKiards. 2^ each. 
TI16 M yeterles of Heron Dyke^ 
By Devious Ways. 
Hoodwinked; & Sandycroffe Myt 



The CkAden Hoop. 
Qnlttanoe in Full. 



tery. 
Back to Life. 
Tne Iiondurater Tragedy. 
Burgo*8 Ronianoe. 
A Hueba nd fi^om the Bea. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ^s. 6d. each. 
Her Ijadyship. I The Orey Monki 
The Master of Trenanee* 
The Seoret of Wyvem Towers. 
Doom of Siva. I As it was Written 
The Web of Fate. 
Bzperienoes of Mr. Versohoyle. 
Bteppintf Blindfold: 
Wife or Mo Wife. Post bvo. cloth, is. M. 

SPENSER for Children. ByM.H. 

TOWRY. With Coloured Illustrations by 
W. J. MOROAM. Crowof 4to, doth, 3«. 6tf. 



STAFFORD (JOHN), Novels by. 

Crowh 8vo, cloth, 34. td. each. 
Doris and I. I Carlton Priors. 



STANLEY (WINIFRED). — A 

Pisjh of the Wilt Cr.Sfo. cloth. 6s. 

STARRY HEAVENS. Poetical 

Birthday Book. Pott 8Vl>, cloth, zs. 6d. 



STEDMAN (B. C.).— Victorian 

Poets. Crown 8vo. cloth, ot. 



STBINLEN AND HIS ART: 34 

Cartoons la Tints and Monochrome. 
With IntroductioB. Folio. cU. los, id, net. 



STEPHENS (RICCAKDO).— The 

Crttclform Msrk. Cr. 8vo. cl.. -^s^ 6d. 

STEPHENS ^R. NEILSON).— 

Philip Wiawood. Cr. 8vo cl,. ?j. <w. 



STERLING (S.).-~Shakespeare'8 

Sweetheart With 6 Coloured Illustra- 
tiont by C. E. Peck. Sq. 8vo, cloth, 6s, 

STERNDALE (R. ARMITAQE). 
—The Affflian Knife. Post 8V0, cloth. 

5«. M. : illustrated boards, is. 



STERNE (LAURENCE).— 

A Sentimental Journey. With 89 
Illustrations by T. H. Robinson, and 
Pertrait. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt. 31. 6d. 



STEVENSON (BURTON E.) 

Affairs of 5Ute. Cr. 8vo. <:1. \s.fid. 

STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), 
Works by. 

Thb Swanston EDrnov of the Works of 

Robert Louis Stevbnson (including the 

Letters), in 25 vols., crown 8vo, 6^. net per vol 

(To be subscribed for only la sets, lliroaj^h the 

Booksellers.) A full Prospectu s may be had. 

Crown 8vo. buckram. 6s. each. 

Trmvela witb a Donkey. With a 
Frontispiece by Walter Crank. 

An Inland Voyage. With a FronUs- 
piece by Walter Cr a me. 

Pamiliar Studies of Hen ft Books. 

Tke Silverado Squatters. 

New Arabian Mights. 

The Merry Men. 

Underwoods: Poems. 

Memories and Portraits. 
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STEVEN50N (R. L,)— continued. 
Crown 8vo. buckram, 6s. each. 
YlPginlbuB PuArlsque. I Ballads. 
Prinoe Otto, i Aorois the Plains. 
Weir of Hermiston. 
In the South Seas. 
Bssays of Travel. 
Tales and Fantasies. 
Bssays In the Art of Writing. 
Liay Morals, fto. With a Preface by 
Mrs. Ste vekson. 

Songs of Travel. Cr. 8vo. buckram. $s. 

ML Idovrden Sabbath Morn. Witu 
Coloured Front, and numerous lUus. by 
A. S. Boyd. Crown 8vo. buckram. 65. 

New Arabian Nights. Cheaper 
Edition, post 8vo, illust. boards, as. ; 
Popula r Edition, mediu m 8vo, 6d. 
Large crown 8vo, cloth, ^s. td. net ea. : parch- 
ment, 10s. td, net each ; LARGE PAPER EDIT., 
rag paper, Plates mounted, vellum, 2i«.net ea. 

An Inland Voyage. With 12 Illus- 
trations in Colour, 12 in Black and White, 
and other Decorations, by NOBL Rooee. 

Travels vrith a Donkey in the 
Cevennes. With 12 illustrations in 
Colour, 12 in Black and White, and 
other De corations, by No el Rookb. 

A Child's Garden of Verses. With 
12 Illustrations in Colour and numerous 
Black and White Drawings by Milli- 
CBNT SOWBRBY. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 
5^. net ; Large Paper Edition, parch- 
ment, 75. 6d. net. , 

Long fcap. 8vo, cloth, is, net each. 
Father Damien. 
Talk and Talkers. 

Post 8vo,bd8., IS. net ea. ; leather, 2s, net ea. 

A Christmas Sermon. Also a Minia- 
ture Edition in velvet calf yapp (2} bv 
3|ln.), is. 6d. Bet. 

Prayers Written at Yailima. 
Also a Miniature Edition in velvet calf 
yapp. 15. 6d. net ; and the Edition de 
Luxe, each Prayer Illuminated by A. 
Sangorski in gold and colours, fcap.4to. 
Jap vellum, gilt top, 6s. net. ; parchment 
giJt, with ties. Zs. 6d. net 

The Suicide Clab; andTheRaJah*s 
Diamond. (From New Arabian 
NiGiiis.) With 8 lUnstrationa by W, J. 
Hennessy. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6d. 

The Stevenson Reader. Edited by 
Lloyd Osbournb. Post 8vo, cloth, 
21. 6d. ; buckram, gilt top, 35. 6d. 

The Pocket K.I1.S.: Favourite Pas- 
sages. i 6mo.cl., 2j.net ; le ather, 35. net. 

Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo, cl. 2*. net ea. ; leather, 3*. net ea. 
An Inland Yoyaga 
Travels vrith a Donkey. 
Virginibns Pnerisque. 
Familiar Studies of Men ft Books. 
New Arabian Nights. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Across the Plains. 
The Merry Men. | Prince Otto. 
In the South Seas. 
Bssays of Travel. 
The Silverado Squatters. 



STEVENSON (R. h.}— continued. 
Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo, cL, as. net ea. : leathor, 3^. net ea. 
Weir of Hermiston. 
Tales and Fantasies. 
The Art of Writing, 
Collecte d Poems of B. I*. S. 

R.I«.Stevenson: Abtudy. BvH.B.Bail- 

DON. With 2 Portraits. Cr.8vo,buckram,6j. 

Recollections of R. Ii. Stevenson 

in the Pacific. By Arthur John- 
stone. Cr. 8vo. buckram, 6^. net. 



STOCKTON (FRANK R,).-The 

YounffMosterof Hyson Hall. With 
36 Illustrations. Cix>wn 8vo, cloth, 
3^.6^. : .picture cloth flat back. 2f. 



STONE (CHRISTOPHER), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
They also Serve. 
The Noise of Life. 



STRAUS (RALPH), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Th^ Man Apart. 
The Ifittle God's Drum. 



STRUTT (JOSEPH). —The 
5ports and Pastimes of the People 
of Bntfland. With 140 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, ^s. 6d. 



STUART (H. LONQAN), Works 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Weeping Cross. | Penella. 

SUCf AN (THE) AND HIS SUB- 
JECTS. By Kichard Davby. With 
Portrait. Demy 8vo. cloth, 7^. 6d. net 



SUNDOWNER, Stories by. 
Told by the Tafbradl. Cr. 8vo, 3^. 6d. 
The Tale of the Serpent. Crown 
8vo. cloth, flat back. as. 



SUTRO (ALFRED). — The 

PooHsh Virgtnst Fcp. 8vo. u .; cl.. \5.6d. 

SWIFT'S (Dean) Choice Works, 

in Prose and Verse. Cr. 8vo. cl., 35. 6d. 
Jonathan Swift: A Study. By J. 
Churton Collins. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3*. 6d. 



SWINBURNE'5 (ALGERNON 
CHARLES) Works. 
Mr. Swinburne's CoUeoted Poemn. 

In 6 Vols., crown 8vo, 361. net the set. 

Mr. Swinburne's Collected Tra- 
gedies. In sVol8.,cr.8vo, 30^. net thc^et. 

Seleotions firom Mr. Swinburne's 
Works. With Preface by T. Watts- 
DUNTOX. and 2 Plate'^. F cap. 8vo, 6^. 

The Queen- Mother ; and Rosa- 
mond. Crown Svo, ^s. 6d. net. 

Atalanta in Oalydon. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Chascelard : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 7s. 

Poems and Ballads. First Sbkies. 
Crown 8vo, gs. 

Poems and Ballads. Second Skries. 
Crown 8vo. 9s. 

Poems and Ballads. Third Skribs. 
Crown Svo, 7*. 

Songs befdre Sunrise. Crown 8v^ 
10s. 6d. 



J 
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SWINBURNB (A. Cy^continued, 

MottbM^HX I ktr^gfidy. Crown 8vo, za«.6d 

Bongs of Two Hatioiuk Crown 8vo. ts, 

Oeopgo Chapmatt (In Vol IL of a 
Chapman's Wcrks.) Crown 8vo, $<• ^d, 

Bsaayt ax&d Madias. Crownttvo, zu. 

SvoontHeUt : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo^6s. 

JL Hoto on Oluurlotto Biont*. Crown 
' 8yo. ts. 

A Btlidy of BhakMpoaro. Cr. 8yo, 8t. 

Sontfs of the Spvinctldoa. Cr. 8vo,6i. 

Biiidftet in Bong* crown Svo, ^s. 

Mary BtUaFtt A Tragedy. Crown 8vo^ 8f. 

Tglajgam of I<y o n— — ■ Oown8vo,9«. 

ML Cantury of RoundoUi* Cr. 8vo, ts. 

ML M Idiummer Holiday. Cr. 8vo. ^u 

Harino Pallovo t A Tragedy. Cr. 8vQ^ ts. 

jL Btudy pf Victor Hugo. Cr. 8vo, ts. 

■lllcallaiiles. Crowp 8vo. iis. 

JLoorlne : A Tragedy. Cf own 8yo, tu 

n. Cr. 8tQ^ 7«. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 




Crown 8to, 



Ifom- 



Btudles in Pi 

Crown 8vo, gs, 
no Ta4o of Bal^n. 
Rotamniid, Q^^^n pf tn« 

bards ? A Tragedy; Crown Svo, 6». 
A Channel Passage. Crown Svo, ^s. 
IiOve*8 Cross -Currents: A Tear's 

Let^ersw Crown Svo, 6i net. 
William 91ake. Crown 8vo, ts. net 
Tlio Rnke of Oapdla. Crown 8v<^ St. 
She Age of Bhi^^eVBeave. Crown 

8V0. ti. nti. 

The pllgrlihage of Fleasure. See 

page 17 for Mrs. DlsstBY-LsiTH's T]^ 
Children of the Chapeb down 
8vo^ ts. net. 

SWINNBRTON (FRANK), 

NoveU by. Crown Svo, clotli, ts. eadi. 

Tl^ YonSg Idyu r The Onsentent. 
SYRETT (NEJTA). Novels by. 

Anne P^kge* Crown Svo, croth. 31. hd. ; 
jPopuLA B Kpitiox. mocJi t^tn Svo, t4. 

Crown Svo, clotii, ts, each. 
A Castle of Dreams. 
QUirla fi. Oarew. 
Drender's DaiighteB. 



TAINE'S History of Bfislish 

Literstore. Traiis-byHiiNRY VANLAyN. 
Four vols., with 3a Portraits, pot^ Svo, 
clotli, gilt top, 2f net each ; I^ather^ g^t 
e<lg^ft. 3*. net eacri. 



TALES FOR THE HOMES. 

By TWENTT-SiX Wkll-knownAutuqrs. 
Edited by Rev. J. Marchant. Published 
for the benefit of the Barnardo Me- 
liOKiAL Fuia>. With 3 Portraits. Crown 
Svo. cloth. $s. net 



TAYLOR (TOM). — Historical 

Dramas. Crown Svo, i^. each. 
'TbanneDarC 
• TwixT Axs AND Crown.* 
'The Fool's Rbvekgs.' 
*AitinvmaHi''d Wife; 
*AnksBolsyn.' 
'Plot AMfi Pabslois; 



THACKERAY, W. M.-Thit l^bse 

ai|d The Ring. With Coloured Ptdofia- 
l^ec«, 44 Illustrations (la in Two Tfi^)^ 
and End-papers by Gordon BROWfir£. 
Demy Svo, cloth, 3^. 6i^. net. "'« 

The Pocket Thaoheray. Arranged 
by A. H. HyaW. i6mo, cloth, gilt 
top. 2s. ne t : leather, gilt lop, 34. net. 

THOMAS 



m 



TheB 
Co 



leBlren' 
m rades 



(ANNIEJ, 
'sWeb. Cr. 



Nov«U by« 

Svo, cL, 3^. td. 
True. Crown 8vo, doth, eu.^ 



THOMAS (BERTHA), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. td, each. 
In a Cathedral City. 
The House on the 8c4r. 
The Bon of the House. 



THOREAU : His Life and Aims. 

By A. H. PAGE. With a Portrait. Pbst 
Svq, buckram, y. 64. 

THORNBURY (WALTER). -r 

Post Svo, 



Tales for the 

ittustratcd boards, ax. 



TIMBS (JOHN), Wofte by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3£. td, each. 

Glnl)s i^nd Club ijife In JLondpn. 

With '41 Illustrations. 

Snglish Booentries and iBqcen 
trioitiea _With_4? lUugtratlcto ^ 

TOY PARTV «)• By J. Bo<ls:er. 

Illustrated in Coloiira by yip^h Bark 
Qblo pg fc:^p. 4t!p, picture hoards, ts. nc 



TREETON (ERNl^ST A.) — Th 

instlsrator. Crown Svo, clotli, fii. 



TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 

by. CroWb Svo, cloth, %s. td. each; post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The Way We I4v4 Hcflv. 

Frau Vrohmann. t Harlon Fa^ 

Vth^ ton d-Leaguers. 

Post Svo, iUnstnrted boards, v. each. 
Kept in the Dark. 
Viak American Senator. 
The Gold en Uon of O ranpere. 

<Qrown Svo, dotta, %s. td, each. 
Mrt Boarborough's Vianiily. 
John Caldigate. 



TROLLOPE (FRANCES B. 

^oyeU by. Cjown Svo, cloth, 35. 6«. 
each : post Svo, illust|-ated boardst 25, each. 

Ma&r s iJroffSSfc f MLoXiM gitrnea a. 
TROLLOPE (T. A.).->Dlamon 

Cat DIamoad. Post Svo, illua. bd&. a.. . 



TURENNE (RAYMOND) ^m 

Last of tht Manunotlts. Crown S\ 

cloth, 3j. td, 

TWAIN'S (MARK) Books. ~ 

UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Cror 

Svo, cloth. 3*. td. each. 
Mark Twain's Ubrary ofHtunoi 

With 197 Illustrations by E.W. KAmb 
Roughing It : and Tn^ Inxiodttil 

at Home. With 200 intM«r«tiSSr 

F. A. PRABBR., 



'A 



- ' ■ ^'J 
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TWAIN (lAARK\'-cotttinued. 
UNIFOKM UBRARY EDITION. Crown 

Rvo, clotli, 3*. 6d, each. 
Thm ^mexlocua Glatmant. With Bi 

£llustratioh8 bv HAt HCR^ ihd others. 
Fudd'nfi^ad Wiltoti TXnth Portrait 
and Six. (Uu^trations by Lquis hosB* 

* Tli« Adventtipevoi Tom Si^wyer. 

With xii mirations. 
Tom Sawyor Abroad. With 36 
. lUfistratlon^ by Dan Bkaro. 
Tom Sawy^P) Oeteotlve, With Port. 

* A Traimp Abroad. With 314 Illasts. 

* vHe laaocenis Abroad ^ and Tbo 

New Piltfrlm'8 Progress With 
234 lllusUi. (The aj. edtUon i« also kisown 
as Mark Twain's Plsasurb Trip.) 

<T]M> OlSded A^ Sy Mark Tipain 
and C. D. Warmer. With na lllusts. 

''The PrlBoa aoid tlie Pauper. 

With 190 Illustrations. 

«ClflboittBMrliffdalMslpit; SbblihMts. 
*Tlie AdifeBtvree of JBiiekleberry 

Ffmi. 174 Illusts. b^ E. W. KmflLK 
•A Yankee at tbe ikiiat of Kfn| 

Artliav. 330 lllusts. by D^K Prard. 

* Tlie Stoleit Iflrite Blepinm. 
«Tli0 £i,Oi^,ooa Bitnk-il4Mer 

A Double "bafrened D(Bteotlv^ 

Story. With 7 Illustrations. 
Pt^TBons^ lldisollectleni of Joan of 

Arc. With 13 lllusts. by V. V. DC MoND. 
More Tramv« Abroad, . . 
THe van tliat cori^pted Btaffloy- 

burgt. With Fr6^ti^ce. 
The Choice Vbrkt of Hikrk TlvaM. 

With Life, Portrait, and Illusttations. 
*«* The Books mai^ked * may l>e had in post 
8vo, cloth, M ^fhoui niustf^^tion s, at 2s. each. 
Popular £dition& mcdiuipi Svo^ 6d. each. 
Tom Saivyer. ( A Tramp Abroad. 
The Prlnoe and tbe Pauper. 
Hnokleb erry Finn. 
Mark Twain's Bkeccl^es. Pote 8v«, 
cloth, gftt top, 25. net ; hiathef , gilt edges. 
3J. net ; post 8vo, cloth. 2s. 
The Adventures of Tt»m S^tfvryev.' 
Illustrated by Worth Brehm. Koyal 
8vot cloth. 6& net. 



ITYTLBR (SA^SUim--pmitntud. 



TWELL5 (JULIA H.).— Et ti^. 

Sejune I Crown 8vo. cloth. 65. 

TYTLER (SARAH), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d. each ; post 8v6, 

illustrated boards, 7s. each. 
Burled Diamonds. 
The Blaokhall Ohoats. 
What gh ^atttA Throu 0i. 

Post $vo, iufuaifairetf' boards, zs. each. 
BalntMango'B City. I tiady Bell. 
The Htuguenot Family. 
Diaapi^ared.. i NobleasH Oblige. 
The Bride's Paaa. 
Beauty a nd the Beaat. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 35. (id, each. 
The liacdoiitald Iiaam. 
the Witch- Wll%. 
Baoh^ C^kngtoit. I ffapphlra 
Mrs. Oarmichael'* QToMessea. 
A Honeymoon'a Bcllipi^ 
Jl Youngs Dragon. 



Croirh 8vo, clotfc, ti. 6i. iac*. 

Threii Men of ikMki 

The Pbit and Hftfflard fatn Angel. 
Giteyepine ilaeqii^Unfif. Crown 8vo, 
picture cilotj^. flafc bkcMf. as. 



TYTLER (e. t. J»RA*ESt-);= 
Mftstcaaa :4M|tlb ftxt 8vo. Uhistrat^ 
boards, 2;. 



UPWARD (ALLENJ^ Novels by. 
The Queen iMfainst 6wen. CVoi^u 
8vo, cloth, 3^. bd. ; picture c^ath, flat back, 
2s. ; post 8wQ,>iceute>05rdte. zs. 

The Phantom Voiwedo-JB^Bta. 

Crown 8vo, clotb«.6f. 



VANDAM (ALBEirr ri.}.-A 

Court Tr«ir«<iyr With 6 tUustrations 
by J. B. Davis. Cro<»h 8Vb, cloth, 3*. 6d. 

I t ' ll I ' i.. w *.,i. T . « «■ i i I .. I,.. ' *a . 

VASHTf and E^mm* By 

' Belle' of T A^ World. Cr. 8W3i, cl.. 3*. 6d, 

VENICE 11^ t hi ei<lHtifefeNtH 
Gjmtuvy* %' I'HiuppR MoNNiER. 
With a Frontispiece. Deiny 8vo, cloth, 
7*. 6d. net. 



VICENZA (Tfiie PAINTER2^ of). 

By TancRED B0RltlH«9. With 15 full- 
pag e Plate^. Demv 8v6. tlotb, 'fs.Gd, net, 

VINI; .^UoM'tl^Ol IN fiNO- 
LAND. ByH.M.Toa With Illustra- 
tions.. CroWR-Svo, t>oards, ts, net. ; cloth, 

Js. 6d. net. 

VfZETELLY (ERNEST A.), 

Books hv. Crown 8Va, ctoth, is. 6d. each. 
The Scorpion. 
The I«<nre r*jpt ProWhiS. 

A Path of^ttema. ^owh8to;cloth,6$. 
The¥rild MinMreM: Ufe and Adven- 
tures of Armand Guerry de Maabreuil. 
^ Crown 8vo. cToth. 6s. 

WALLACE ^LfeW.;.— Ben-fiiir: 

A Tffif of tha ^hrlst. Crown 8vo, 
doth. 3Jr. 6d. 

WALLEk(3. E.).-Se6a4titanl'8 

jSecrat With 9 niusta. Cr. 8vo. <^.. 6s 
WALTON and CO^TTON^S 

CoinpTete Angler. P«>tt 8v6, cloth, 
gilt. 2J. net; leath er, ^ft e dges. ?,s . net . 

WARDEN (FLOSENCE), by. 

Joan, the Curate. Crown dvo, doth, 

IS, 6d. ;■ p icture cloth, ftaf b ack, ii, 
Cro^ivn 8vo, cloth. 3$. 6rf, each* 

TheH4dHof aOlrl. Witttifitusts. 

Ton DatfaoH. 

The Youngest Miai Utatau 

AFlghtteaPinlaiBi 

Th4 Old House at the Cbrh^r. 

i>ova it«d LotOiiAt. 

WHat Ought Bhs to Dd? 

My liady of wwns. 

WARMAN (CY).— Thei Express 

Messenger. Crown 8vo. clcini, 3^ 6d, 
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CHATTO*& WINDUS, PUBLISHERS. 



"WARRANT to Execute Charles 1. 

A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures and 
Seals. 2j. 
Wammft to ■zooate Mary Quean 
or Scots. Including Queen Elizabetu's 
8if«uature and the Great Seat 2s, 



WASSERMANN (LILLl AS) .- 

The Daffodils. Crown 8to. cloth, is. 6d, 

WEBBER (BYRON).— Sport and 

S pangles. Crown 8vo, cloth. 2s. 

WERNER (A.). — Chapenga's 

White Man. Crown 8vo. cloth. $s. td. 



WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by. 

TFast-Honagf • Crown 8vo .cloth, 3«. td,i 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, si. 

With tlM Rod Batfla. Popular 
EuinoN , medium 8vo. td . 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 34. 6d. each. 
A Woman Tempted Him. 
For Honour and I«iffe. 
Her Two Mllllona. ^ 

Tnro Plnohea of Snnllli 
With the Red Bakle. 
ML Red BridaL I Nl^el Forteaoue. 
Ben Cloutfh. | Biroli Dene. 
The Old Faotory. 
Bona of BellaL f Btrantfe Orimea. 
Her liadyahlp'a Secret. 
The Phantom City. 
Ralph Norbrech'a Tmat. 
JL Queer Race. I Red Ryrlntfton. 
Roy of Roy*8 Court. 
Mm liuck would haire it. 
JLa a Man Sows. 
The Old Bank. 
Dr. Wynne'a Revenge. 
The Sacred Creacenta. 
ML Very Queer Buainea a, 



WESTBURY (ATHA).--The 

5liadow of Hilton Perabrook. Crown 
8vo, cloth. 3«. 6d, 



WHEELWRIQHT (E. Q.).— A 

5low Awakening* Crown 8vo cl oth, 6*. 

WHISHAW (FRED.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. bd. each. 

ML Forbidden Name. 

Many Waya of I<ove. With 8 lUuste. 



Near the Tear, near Death. 



WHITMAN (WALT), Poems by. 

Selected and Edited, with Introduction, 
by W. M. ROSSETTI. With Portrait. 
Crown 8vo. buckram, ts. ; pott 8vo, cloth, 
25. net ; leather, 3*. net 



WILDE (LADY).— The Ancient 
Legends, Charms, and Superstitions 
of Ireland. Crown 8vo. cloth. 35. 6rf. 

WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU).— 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
8vo. cloth, ts. 

WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.).— A 

Child Widow. Post 8vo, illust bds.. 25. 



WILLS (C. J.). Novels by. 
An Baay-gointf FellourJ Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3*. t>d. 
Hia Dead Paat. Crown 8vo, clofh. ts. 



WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by. 

Chaptera on Bvolution. with 259 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 75. 6rf. 

Xieiaure-TimeStudiea. With Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 

Common Accidenta, and hovr to 
Treat The m. C r. 8vo. u. ; clo th, i j. 6rf. 

WINTER (JOHN STRANGE), 

Regimental Legenda. Post 8vo, 
Illustrated boards, sj. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Cavalry Idfe; and Regimental 
I<etfendl« Crown 8vo, cloth, 3«. 6dL ; 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



WOOD (H. P.), Detective Stories 

by. Post 8vo. illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
Paaaen^er from Scotland Tard. 
The Bn^ ahman of^e Rue O c dn. 

WORDSWORTHSHIRE: Anln- 

trodactlon to a Poet's Country. By 

Eric Robertson, MJi. With Photo- 
gravure Portrait and 47 Illustrations by 
Arthur Tuckbr, R.B.A. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 7s. 6d. net. 



WRAQQE (CLEMENT L.).— 
The Romance of the South Seas. 

With 84 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth. 
7*. 6d. net 



WRIGHT (THOMAS).- History 
of Caricature and of the Qrotesqae 
In Art, Literature, Sculpture and 
Painting. Illustrated by F. W. 
Fairholt. Crown 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d. 



ZANQWILL (LOUIS).— A Niiie^ 
teenth Century Miracle. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3J. 6d . ; pictur e cloth , flat back, 2s. 

ZOLA (EMILE), Noveis~by. 

Uniform Edition. Mostly Translated or 
Edited, with Introductions, by Ernest 
A. ViZETELLY. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 3s. td. each, 

HiaMaaterpleoe. I The Joy of lafe. 

Germinal. I Th^r^ae Raquln. 

The Honour of the Army. 

JLbbe Houret*a Tranatfreaaion. 

The Fortune of the Rougona. 

The Conqueat of Plaaaana. 

The Dram- Shop." 

The Fat and the Thin. | Money. 



Hia Bxoellenoy. 
The DovmftdL 
Iiourdea. 
Rome. 
Paria. 



The Dream. 
Doctor Paaoal. 
Frultfulneaa. 



Truth. 



Popular Editions, medium 8vo. 6<f. each 
Abbft Mouret'a Tranagreaaion, 
The Fortune of the Routfona. 
liOurdea I Rome. The Downfall. 
Paria. | Honey. The Dram- 
The Joy of JUife. ahop. 
Germinal. 



Unwin Brothers. Ltd., Printers, 27. Piljjrim Street, Ludgate Hill, London, E.G. 
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